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Headcanons 


By Kitkatkar 


e Marinette loves to go up on her balcony and stare at Paris’ ever-changing 
skyline. The colors and clouds help her overcome artist's block. 


e Many a nighttime patrol has ended in companionable stargazing. 


e Chat Noir likes to point out clouds shaped like cats. Ladybug likes to roll her 
eyes. 


e Marinette and Adrien’s first date post-reveal ends with stargazing in the park. 


e Adrien likes to stare at the sky and daydream about Ladybug’s eyes. Nathalie 
would love to know where his mind has gone. 

e Marinette likes to find clouds shaped like Adrien’s smile, or his eyes, or his 
hands, or... 


e Marinette’s skywatching leads to a lot of clothing based on the shapes in the 
clouds, constellations, and sunsets or sunrises. Rose loves them, and asks if 
Marinette can make some in her size. 


e Alya’s never been very interested in "Staring at the sky”, but when Marinette 
and Nino take her with them on their yearly planetarium trip, she enjoys it 
despite herself. 


e Alya loves the constellation jacket Marinette makes her for her birthday, 
especially when she realizes that constellations shaped like a cat, a ladybug 
and a fox recur frequently. 


e Chloe loves skydiving. She feels like she’s flying. She feels like a superhero. 
e Marinette paints the ceiling of her and Adrien’s child’s bedroom to look like a 
night sky. Adrien tries to help and spills the paint. So, the walls have a paint- 


splatter pattern. 


e Children in Paris often stare at the sky in the hopes of catching a glimpse of 
the heroes of Paris. 


Headcanons 


By Miracutrashcan 


Many people of Paris look to the sky for hope and reassurance on bad days 
as it serves a reminder to them that there is a chance for a brighter day. 

o It also serves as a reminder to them that Ladybug and Chat Noir are 
watching over them, even if the two heroes cannot be seen. 

o Alya was the first one to do this after the events of Stoneheart. When 
the connection was made between Akumas and negative emotions, 
she made a post about coping strategies and this was her number one 
recommendation. 


Marinette finds herself with a strong desire to be high up, so she sometimes 
climbs trees to get off the ground. She feels more relaxed while in the air, and 
when she’s feeling down she too will look to the rooftops to see if she can 
catch a glimpse of her partner. 

o The desire to be high up is a mix between how much she spends up 
high as Ladybug and a subtle desire to escape her reality. When high 
up, she’s much harder to reach and therefore gives her a decent 
amount of time to get her thoughts straight when she’s feeling 
particularly stressed out. 


Adrien also enjoys being as close to the sky as he can, it reminds him of 
spending time with his lady. However, given his home life he finds himself 
consistently trapped within walls so when he’s feeling restless and he cannot 
leave the house he uses his climbing wall and pretends that he’s running 
along the Parisian skyline. 
o When he’s outside with friends he enjoys just sitting in trees, and 
despite not having a typical childhood he knows how to climb them 
fairly fast much to the surprise of everyone. 


While on patrol the duo sometimes watches the streets to see if people are 
feeling upset and will stop their patrol to listen to some citizens. They’ve even 
been known to take small children for a ride across the night sky. With 
parental approval, of course. 


“Do You Love the Color of the Sky?” 


Author: brettanomycroft (tumblr), kali_asleep (Ao3) 
Beta: Nikki (@Miraculousandcute) 


Sometimes, Maman tells him the story of how her and Père met. It’s not often, less so as the 
years go on, but from time to time, he'll catch that rare spark of warmth when she speaks of 
Pére. It starts in the slow curve of her lips and radiates through her cheeks, fanning into her 
eyes and the small crinkles at the corners of them. To Adrien, despite everything else, it looks 
like love. 


“FII never forget. It was spring, just a few days before the start of Fashion Week,” she starts. 
“Your father was still an intern at the time, and the only thing more wrinkled-looking than the 
bags under his eyes was his suit. He ran into me coming off of the bus, knocked the books 
straight out of my arms and the coffee right out of my hands.” 


She always lowers her voice here, leaning in close to share with Adrien the secret she’s told 
him over and over. Her hair smells like honey and sunshine. “Really, though, | spilled my coffee 
on him for being so rude. | wished | hadn't the second | really took him in, though.” 


She settles back in her chair. Her voice is fond, achingly so, to the point where sometimes 
Adrien thinks it might sound like regret. “| can still see it, like it's painted on the back of my 
eyelids. | met your father under a pale, blue spring sky. Robin’s egg, perhaps, or a soft 
cornflower...” Maman trails off here, tapping a finger against her chin. She stands up, sweeping 
skirt swirling around her narrow hips. And like every other time she’s told the story, she goes, 
“Do you know the color, Minou? Come, let me show you...” 


His obedient feet carry him behind her, from the study to her workshop, even as his mind trails 
behind, catching on the thought of what he might find under a spring sky someday. 


The sky is a hard, matte blue the day his father says no. 


After everything Adrien has lost in the last year, his father’s verdict feels like the end of the 
world. But it’s really just the beginning, isn’t it? 


By the time the sun has painted Paris under a dome of dimming gold, he’s met the girl, he 
thinks, who could just be the love of his life. 


Marinette has eyes the color of a blistering summer afternoon and a voice that sears like water 
on hot tar as she points at the gum. Frozen as he is over her seat, it's far from a good first 
introduction. His stammered attempts at an explanation are next to worthless. 


Adrien almost gives up at lunch. He slides into the car in silence, not even greeting the taciturn 
Gorilla. Covered in sweat, his back and legs stick to the leather seat. Maybe it’s his 
embarrassment, or maybe it’s just sweltering for a September day. Maybe it's that the sky is the 
exact shade of Marinette’s eyes, and so escape feels impossible. 


“You know, in some places, rain is a sign of coming good luck,” Maman would say when the sky 
clotted with clouds. “Rain washes everything away. It’s the start of something new.” 


Their hands brush as he passes her his umbrella. It snaps shut over Marinette’s head, and 
before Adrien knows it, they’re both laughing. Her eyes are wide as she peeks out from 
underneath the umbrella, and he thinks he might have been wrong about their color. He’s seen 
that exact shade before, bright blue and fresh after a clearing storm. 


By now, he’s used to the way his heart stutters the moment he catches sight of her. The denials 
he used to come up with in his head - he’s winded from the rooftop race over, or running off of 
the adrenaline of a potential akuma fight - have long since fallen flat. He grins so wide he feels it 
in his cheeks and dips into a bow as Ladybug turns towards him. 


“| didn’t think you’d make it out here so quickly,” she says by way of greeting. 


Chat rises straight from his bow into a lazy stretch, as if his insides weren't going one thousand 
miles a minute. 


“| was in the neighborhood,” he says. He was not; he’d rushed all the way from home. “I guess | 
have a tail-ent for being in the right place at the right time.” 


Ladybug groans and shakes her head, then groans even harder as he goes, “Eh? Eh? 7a//- 
ent?” 


She unfolds from her spot on the edge of the roof and stands. Against the night sky, she is 
striking: red cut against black, illuminated by every light Paris has to offer. 


And maybe he’s a hopeless romantic, and maybe he’s more than a bit lovesick, but he thinks 
this might be the sky that paints itself on the back of his eyelids for the rest of the week. 


It's under the pale lavender of dawn that he finds Marinette passed out on the bench outside of 
school. She’s still upright, arms wrapped around her bag, but her head bobbles up and down as 
she dozes. Her hair has been pulled out of her characteristic pigtails and falls over her face in 
soft waves. There’s a tight warmth in his chest as he kneels down and places a hand on her 
knee. 


“Marinette?” 


Marinette lets out a soft whine and buries her head in her bag. 


He should probably leave her - Marinette’s not known for her early attendance, and he can feel 
her exhaustion behind his own eyes - but the last thing he wants is for her to wake up sore from 
her awkward sleeping position. 


“Marinette?” Adrien gives her knee a gentle shake. 


Her eyes slide open. She blinks a few slow blinks, but it doesn’t clear the sleep haze around her 
gaze. In the morning light her eyes take on the milky blue fog of a quiet winter sky. 


“Well, this is embarrassing,” she murmurs. 


The clarity of her words takes him by surprise; the last time he can remember them speaking 
without her tripping over her words might have been the first time they met. She must be too 
tired to be anxious. 


“Everything all right?” he asks. 


With a yawn, she stretches her arms over her head. “Late night,” she says. “I figured I'd get 
here early and work on the French homework, but...” 


She laughs, a pleasant, bubbling sound that proves infectious. He chuckles and opens up her 
bag to grab his French book. 


“| didn’t get to finish my homework last night either,” he says. He doesn’t add in the part about 
all the akuma that kept him and Ladybug going until well past midnight. “Do you want to work on 
it together?” 


This time, Marinette fumbles for an answer, but she manages a nod, and scoots over to let him 
sit. 


He whips from roof to roof so fast that he can’t tell if the harsh orange of the sky is just the 
sunset, or if Paris is actually going up in flames. Given Ladybug’s frantic message and the 
screams that claw at his ears even blocks away from his destination, it could very well be both. 


Chat spots the akuma first: massive, bulbous, and off-white, the transformed human looks like a 
looming thunderhead. Wad of gum inspired akuma? A shaving cream experiment gone wrong? 
There’s no time to figure it out - Ladybug swings around from the other side of whatever the 
creature is, clinging to the end of her yo-yo as she shouts something incomprehensible in 
Chat's direction. 


For a moment, Ladybug is nothing more than a black silhouette soaring across a backdrop of 
fire. The setting sun stings his eyes as he watches her. His heart gives one tremendous throb, 
begging to be at her side, and he throws himself into the fight. 


“Maman, how will | know?” 


“How will you know what?” 


“If it's love.” 


He's too old to be tucked up next to her, head in her lap, but she’s never once admonished him 
for it. His mother’s fingers comb through his hair as she mulls over her response. She's quiet for 
a long time. 


Adrien looks up, and follows his mother’s gaze across the study. Her old paintings, some of 
Pére’s favorites, hang between the tall, narrow bookshelves. One shows whorls of bright, yellow 
sunflowers under robin’s egg blue, the other, a self-portrait against the richly painted sky. 
Cornflower, she'd called the color. 


He's seen the unfinished paintings in her studio, scattered about like leftover husks. All deep 
violets of midnight, all scathing reds of morning. He's seen the deepening lines under her eyes, 
at the corners of her mouth. 


“You'll know,” she says finally, “when it feels like they're the only color you want to paint with, 
ever again.” 


For over a year, he pays close attention to the color of the sky, as if one of them will answer the 
question he's kept like a secret in his chest. 


But this time, the sky is just blue, and Ladybug looks tiny underneath it. They've forgone their 
regular haunt at the top of the Eiffel Tower, and settled for a secluded roof not far from Adrien's 
school. Ladybug bites at her thumbnail, then bites at her bottom lip. 


“You don’t have to,” Adrien says. 


She reaches out to him, and laces her fingers with his. He looks down at their joined hands: red 
with black spots, skin marked only by a band of magical metal. 


“| want to, Chaton,” Ladybug says, voice soft. “| want you to know.” 


Still, she hesitates. Her brows pinch and her eyes drop. Adrien gives her hand a squeeze. 


“| already love the girl underneath the mask,” he says, smiling as her eyes flick up to him. “No 
matter who she is, she is already My Lady.” 


Ladybug nods and swallows hard. He can barely hear her faint words. “Tikki, spots off.” 


The pink light that flares as her transformation slips away is near-blinding, forcing him to look 
away. A moment later, the light fades, and he blinks back the spots in his vision. 


“Well... it's me,” she says, voice tight, nervous. 


Adrien looks up, and Marinette looks back. Marinette: lilac mornings and steel-storm afternoons. 
Marinette: Paris at midnight and the flat blue that started it all. 


“It's you,” he breathes. 


A grin stretches across his face, and she mirrors it a heartbeat later. 


The world up above is just plain blue the day he finally knows. As Marinette presses her lips to 
his in a first, shy kiss, he realizes he could care less about the color of the sky, as long as she 
was the one under it with him. 


Red Sky in the Morning 


Author: Chatchevalier 
Beta: Maenji (@Emeralddrop) 


Marinette woke with an uneasy feeling in her stomach. Without being able to explain why, and 
before she could second-guess the instinct, she suited up, wandering restlessly over rooftops. It 
was the middle of the night, and all was still—or at least, as still as it got in Paris. The streets 
were fairly empty, and stragglers few; though the city of light continued to glow, it seemed 
almost deserted. But despite its stillness, Ladybug found a familiar silhouette in the distance. 


Chat Noir sat cross-legged at the top of the Eiffel Tower, casting a long shadow on the sidewalk 
far, far below. He was staring ponderously up at the night sky, and as Ladybug landed beside 
him, he stretched his arms as if awakening from a nap. 


“Good evening, chaton,” Ladybug said curiously. 


“Good evening,” he replied. He seemed subdued, and looked at her as if he was coming out of 
some kind of trance. He turned his head and patted beside him. She sat down. “The moon is 
unusually bright tonight, don’t you think?” 


“Are you sure it’s not a star?” Ladybug teased. 


He'd once confessed that while he'd lived in the city his whole life, he had a habit of 
stargazing—or rather, trying to stargaze. On boring patrols they sometimes made a game of it, 
with Ladybug pointing out a pinprick of light in the sky and Chat arguing for its identity as a star, 
until it moved, or flashed, or shone a different color, giving itself away as an airplane ora 
satellite. 


“Ah, but the brightest star in Paris tonight is you, my Lady,” he teased back, a wide grin on his 
face as he brushed his shoulder against hers. 


His teeth looked unsettlingly sharp and unnaturally white, with the lights from the tower 
illuminating him from below. With the odd pattern of shadows laid across his face, Ladybug 
almost didn’t recognize her partner. 


She ignored his flirting, as always, and asked, “What are you doing out so late?” 


“| should ask you the same.” He squinted back up at the sky. “Couldn't sleep?” 


She hesitated. “Something like that. You?” 
He nodded. “I usually like to go for a walk. Clear my head. Something feels... weird, though.” 


“You feel it, too?” she asked, relieved. “I can’t explain it, but something just told me | needed 
to... get out. To be here.” 


He nodded again. “Yeah... Like, this pull from my stomach. And everything looks and feels 
strange... Maybe we’re asleep. Maybe we’re both sharing some weird dream.” He trailed off into 
silence. Then, “So, to answer my question... does the moon seem different to you?” 


Ladybug lowered herself onto her back and stared up at the sky. It was its usual dark gray, a 
combination of clouds directly above them, trailing down into the haze of light at the horizon. 


A stiff breeze whipped around them suddenly, and they both sat up, wary 


“Weird,” Chat murmured. His hair whipped around his face as he sniffed the air apprehensively. 
“| didn’t think it was supposed to storm at all this week.” 


Ladybug followed his gaze and saw that a few large, dark masses, carried by the wind, were 
rapidly converging overhead. Stormclouds. They could already hear the faint rumble of thunder. 


The stormclouds began to grow, and in the darkness it wasn’t clear what was going on. They 
seemed to have been pulled toward one central spot, and they crashed together overhead. 
Darkness rippled outwards at the edges as they combined into one huge, solid mass. And then 
it continued to grow. 


Chat realized with horror that it was descending on them, and he tried to get away. He only 
succeeded in pushing Ladybug a meter or two from where she had originally been before he felt 
something strange, like thousands of feathers brushing over his body, and his feet lifted from 
the ground. He called out for his partner and felt her arm slide through his hand, but then her 
fingers gripped tightly to his. Any sound was drowned out by the deafening roar that surrounded 
them, a million pieces of paper rustling in the breeze. 


And then, just as suddenly, they fell, tumbling to the ground again. They just barely managed to 
twist around and land on their feet, hands reaching for their weapons, when they saw... their 
savior, presumably. A masked figure in green fought the cloud that had enveloped them, 
bringing it down to earth and attacking it with a bo staff. As they tore chunks away, Chat and 
Ladybug realized with a sudden chill that it wasn’t some kind of sentient storm cloud, after all; it 
was made up of thousands of black butterflies. 


Akumas. 


The two heroes rushed over to help the other figure; their ally, for now. Figuring out who this 
stranger was could wait until after the more immediate danger was defeated. 


As they approached, though, they watched the person in green slam their bo staff into the 
ground. From the point of impact, a web of cracks splintered across the pavement until it had 
created a circle underneath the mob of butterflies. They yanked their staff back up, and earth 
exploded from the cracks, pelting the butterflies with dust and pebbles and clods of dirt that 
were enough to buffet their delicate wings and bring a fair amount of them down. The rest 
fluttered away in retreat. 


Ladybug and Chat drew level with the stranger, who was turning toward them now, but before 
Ladybug could utter the “Thank you” that danced on the tip of her tongue, the stranger 
staggered forward, and she surged forward to catch them. Their bo staff clattered to the ground, 
and Chat scooped it up, offering it back to the stranger once Ladybug had steadied them. They 
accepted it gratefully and stood up, leaning on the staff like a cane, and began walking away. 
They spoke for the first time, in a hoarse voice. “Follow me.” 


Chat and Ladybug looked at each other, then at the figure hobbling away, then back at each 
other. But after one unpleasant experience that night, their guard was already up, and Chat 

shrugged, pointing his head toward their retreating savior. Ladybug nodded. An explanation 

would be wonderful. And so they followed. 


She laced her fingers into Chat’s after a few blocks, for suddenly they were being led through 
darker and darker streets, and she had no such advantage as night vision to guide her. He 
squeezed her hand reassuringly, and they both picked up their pace; as unsteadily as their 
guide seemed to be walking, it was fast. 


Soon, they arrived at a narrow alley, and the figure stopped in front of an unmarked door, 
gesturing for Chat and Ladybug to enter. Ladybug gripped his hand tightly, and Chat reached 
for his baton, while Ladybug used her free hand to swing the door open. 


They stepped inside and blinked in surprise. Overhead lights flickered on and illuminated a 
small, comfortable kitchen. The stranger stepped in behind them and shut the door, engaging 
three different locks in a rather complicated process. When they were done, they smiled up at 
the heroes and said, “Please, follow me,” before walking through the room’s only other exit. 


The following hallway was dark and just wide enough for them to walk single-file. Thankfully, it 
ended quickly, and they pushed open a large wooden door into another brightly-lit room. 


It appeared vaguely familiar to Ladybug, but she couldn't quite place it; it was as if she'd once 
been there in a dream. A pair of glass doors looked out onto a balcony, although they couldn’t 
remember climbing any stairs, and before they could get a better look, the stranger drew the 
blinds. The room was sparse with furniture; a large mattress occupied most of the floor, and an 
old, wooden chest of drawers lined the far wall. There was a short bookshelf and a round table, 
both stacked with candles, which provided most of the light. 


The stranger sat down on the mattress with a heavy sigh and muttered something. They were 
enveloped in a bright yellow light, which cascaded down to the floor and revealed a short old 
man with graying hair, a gray mustache, and a pointed goatee. A tendril of light spiraled off onto 
the head of the mattress and resolved itself into a sleeping green kwami. 


He smiled kindly at them and pointed at a pair of wooden stools. “Please, children, sit.” 
They sat. 


“| am the Great Guardian,” he began, “but you may call me Master Fu. | am the keeper of the 
Miraculouses, and I'm afraid you are here because | have failed.” 


“Pm... sorry?” Chat asked. He smiled politely. “Sir, | don't understand. We've never met before, 
have we?” 


Master Fu smiled again, but he looked sad. “The Miraculouses are ancient and powerful, and 
there is much you do not know. But we don't have time for a history lesson tonight, so lIl try to 
keep it short. Many years ago, | believed the moth miraculous was lost forever. Of course, we 
know now that is not the case. Wayzz felt its return, and the evil that enshrouded it, but | am too 
old to fight anymore. So | chose the two of you, and gifted you the Miraculouses you now wield. 
But | was foolish. It appears the very Miraculouses | gave you are the same that Hawk Moth 
desires. The ladybug and black cat miraculouses contain incredible power, which | hoped would 
enable you to defeat him and regain his miraculous, but he craves this power. And now you two 
are in terrible danger. Hawk Moth drags this fight out as long as he can, keeping just out of 
reach of you and making every attempt on your miraculouses. Now, he has gone a step further. 
He's becoming desperate. And it’s time for you to make a choice.” 


Ladybug tensed. “What choice, Master?” 


“Hawk Moth has proven to be more resilient than | anticipated. It is unfair of me to ask you to 
continue this dangerous fight when you were never given the choice to be a part of it.” Master 
Fu closed his eyes. “l am an old man who has made many mistakes in his life, but this is one | 
will not make again. You may leave now, and think on it tonight if you wish, and in the morning, 
return and leave your miraculous with me. Or you may keep it, and continue the fight. But | must 
warn you that, no matter your choice, everything is going to change. Hawk Moth has made a 
risky move tonight, in luring all of us out and attempting to kidnap you, and we must rise to meet 
him.” 


“| already know my answer,” Ladybug said immediately. She gave her partner a sidelong 
glance. “Chat?” 


He gave a slow nod. “I think so, my lady.” 


Master Fu drew his mouth into a tight line. “Are you sure?” 


“Yes,” Ladybug said. “I’m going to stay.” 


“Me, too,” Chat agreed firmly. “So, what's the plan?” 


Marinette had had a long night, and very little sleep, but in the morning she was up again and 
out of bed before the sun. An anxious energy had filled her head all night, but she was excited 
for the day ahead. 


She packed her bag and left for school early, for once, relishing the cool morning breeze and 
the soft light reflecting off the clouds as the sun rose. As she rounded the corner, a butterfly 
fluttered by, and she faltered just enough to trip over her own feet and topple towards the 
pavement. 


Adrien, who had been waiting by the front door of the bakery, rushed over to catch her and 
steady her balance. Marinette gripped his hand tightly with both of hers. “Oh. Good morning, 
Adrien,” she said faintly. 


“Morning, Marinette,” he replied, quickly pulling his hand away and tucking it into his pocket. “I 
thought I’d, uh, wait for you.” 


EEH 


“| don’t think ‘protect each other’ meant ‘be my bodyguard, 
bookbag more securely onto her back. 


Marinette teased, hitching her 


Adrien chuckled. “No, but it does include stopping you from breaking your face on the sidewalk.” 


They watched the butterfly make a few more lazy laps around them, then it flew off to the east, 
and they watched it disappear into a tiny, shadowy speck, backlit by the calm reds and pinks 
and oranges of the sun-streaked sky. 


“It's beautiful out this morning,” he commented. 


She smiled and reached for his hand. “Yeah. It is.” 


Feeling Blue 


Author: Heartfiliadaydream 
Beta: Nikki (@Miraculousandcute) 


Ever since he was young, people had told Nathaniel he was a talented artist. He could draw 
people, animals, plants, machinery, you name it, and he was able to create the likeness in his 
own style or as it appeared. 


His backgrounds to these pieces evolved over the years and the landscapes became more 
detailed, but he had never been able to perfect his skylines. 


The clouds were too fluffy looking or not fluffy looking enough. The sun was never the right 
shade of yellow. The blue of his sky never held the same vibrancy as when he looked up from 
wherever he was sitting. 


Even when he was akumatized and could barely remember anything that had happened, he 
remembered the moon he'd created for Marinette just wasn't right. 


Speaking of Marinette, he had once thought he'd figured out his sky dilemma when he'd gazed 
into her eyes. They were such a bright blue, so full of fire and determination, he had been sure 
that when he'd sit down and next colour the sky, her eyes would be his inspiration for 
everything. He’d spent a whole week attempting to get the colour of her eyes onto paper. 


Unfortunately, when he'd finished, he'd taken a look at it and sighed when he realized it still 
wasn't what he was looking for. 


A few years later came the introduction of Paris’ heroes, Ladybug and Chat Noir, and like the 
rest of the world, he could not help but watch as they leapt from rooftop to rooftop, becoming a 
staple in the parisian skyline. People were hardpressed to find a painting or piece of art that did 
not at least include silhouettes of them, sitting on or running across the roofs of the buildings in 
Paris. Nathaniel felt he had really captured the likeness of Ladybug, whose dark hair and 
striking eyes drew him in, but the minute he tried to place her standing on top of Notre Dame or 
in the Trocadero, it hadn’t felt right. 


He had fallen into a slump, he’d realized. He never knew something as simple as the sky could 
cause him to stop doing more than simple doodles of people and landmarks in his free time, but 
here he was, having not created a large piece in months due to his unhappiness with how the 
clouds floated across it. 


It hadn’t helped that every time he went out to get inspiration to draw he was almost always 
interrupted by an akuma attack. They had become more and more frequent with the summer 
coming to a close, and everyone could tell that the heroes were struggling to keep up with 
Hawkmoth’s advances, even with the help of the new hero, Queen Bee, who was still in the 
process of getting used to the powers of her own Miraculous. 


Nathaniel hoped that things would soon get easier for them, as the new photos and videos that 
surfaced of the heroes showed tired eyes and sluggish movements. 


“It's such a shame that those poor kids can’t catch a break,” his mother mentioned at dinner one 
evening while the television showed clips from the latest attack. “This is the fourth one this 
week, and they look exhausted.” 

Nathaniel nodded along and watched as Chat Noir was thrown into the Seine, crawling out 
moments later, shivering. He honestly wished there was something he could do to help them. 
From what he'd seen on TV and from what people had told him about how he had behaved as 
the Evillustrator, the akuma that appeared were nothing to laugh at. Except perhaps M. Pigeon, 
but he was still a force to be reckoned with. 

Heading to his room while this thought process was in his head, he pulled out his sketchbook 
and went looking for his pencils to doodle some pigeons. His hand brushed against something 
in his bag and peering in, he noticed a small box that had not been there before. 


He pulled the box out of his bag and gingerly opened the box, jerking back when a flash of light 
came from it and dropping it on the ground. 


When he opened his eyes, a small, blue creature was floating in front of him. 

“Hi there!” she piped cheerfully. “I’m Duusu!” 

He watched her warily for a moment before replying, “I’m Nathaniel. It’s nice to meet you?” 

“It's so nice to meet you as well!” 

They regarded each in silence for a minute before Nathaniel asked, “So, what exactly are you?” 
“Oh, | am so glad you asked. lm a Kwami, and the item in that box is called a Miraculous.” 


“Wait, a Miraculous? You mean like the things that Hawkmoth is always after from Ladybug and 
Chat Noir?” 


“Yes, exactly. Hawkmoth actually got a hold of me and my Miraculous, but recently | was 
rescued, and the guardian of the Miraculous objects thought that you would make an excellent 
hero,” Duusu explained. 


“| don't think I’m exactly hero material. Are you sure this guardian has the right person?” 


“Absolutely! If he chose you, he has a good reason for it. Now, what you need to do is pin this 
brooch somewhere and then say ‘transform me!” 


Nathaniel picked up the brooch and looked at it in his hands before affixing it to his shirt, 
underneath his jacket. “Transform me?” 


Next thing he knew, he was wearing a long blue cloak that fanned out like peacock feathers at 
the bottom, a blue mask across his eyes, and held a fan that looked exactly like the brooch 
attached to his chest. 


“Now what?” he asked the kwami, but realized she was nowhere to be found. A small tug in his 
mind urged him to go outside and get used to his new form and abilities. Crawling out his 
window onto the awning beneath him, he gave one last look into his bedroom before leaping 
onto the next rooftop with ease. 


With a sudden rush of adrenaline, he found himself running across rooftops as fast as he could, 
leaping between them, and a laugh forcing its way out of him. 


“This is amazing!” he shouted to himself and came to rest upon the top of a tall building in 
downtown Paris. Laying on his back, he gazed up at the sky that had taunted him before and 
found that he was able to see it from a whole new perspective with these newfound powers. He 
wasn't sure if it was the Miraculous itself, or if it was the freedom this mask offered him from his 
usual shy self, but somehow he didn’t think he was going to be having many more problems 
with his artwork. 


It took some time, but slowly there was a shift in how he drew. All his artwork didn’t have what 
he felt was the same drab skyline. He could see the colour of the sky on a hot and bright 
summer's day was a different shade of blue than the last hour before the sunset on a spring 
evening. His favorite of them all however was when he drew the midnight hour and all he could 
picture was the dark indigo of Duusu’s coat. 


Fear of Heights 


Author: Jessica 
Beta: Ashspren (Ashi) 


Alix wasn’t quite sure how she noticed. It was just a quiet epiphany she had one day. There was 
no light bulb floating above her head or startled gasp of realization. Just a thought that popped 
in her head as she noticed. 


Mylene was scared of heights. 


If she had to put it down on a timeline, it had probably been the time that Ivan was akumatised 
that had caused the fear. It made sense, but it wasn’t as if she had proof. 


For a while, Alix did nothing with the information. But then she got an idea. Watching Mylene be 
defeated by her fear, no matter how close that was to the actual truth, was frustrating, to say the 
least. Ever the team player, Alix wanted to punch that fear in the face and tell it to leave her 
teammate alone. 


Unfortunately, that wasn’t how fear worked. 

And so came her idea. 

If Mylene could just be distracted enough to forget her fear then maybe she could move past it. 
It wasn’t a punch to the face of fear, but it would have to do. 


Of course, planning didn’t end there, no, there was a roadblock in the way. Alix hated 
roadblocks. 


How would Mylene be distracted enough forget her fear, to at least temporarily? Alix was 
stumped for a while before realizing that this idea was going to test her patience. 


Alix started out small. She didn’t want Mylene to catch on too quick. ’No one else is available, 
but | want to ride out to this new spot | found last week.’ "You free this weekend? | heard there's 
a great view out at this place someone was telling me about.’ 


Alix had never more loathed the quote ‘slow and steady wins the race’. Patience was not her 
forte, and it was showing. 


It was time to up the ante. 


"Hey, Mylene could | ask you a massive favour? | wanna start this rock climbing course but to 
sign up you need a climber and belaying pair. | can’t find anyone else that wants to join me.’ 


The satisfied smirk she’s wearing by the end of the conversation is totally a victory grin. Not that 
Mylene had to know that. 


Progress was frustratingly slow but steady. Sometimes Alix would get frustrated with the pace 
and up the ante a notch. The plan was working though. 


Mylene had started her transformation into an adrenaline junkie. She wasn’t a sports junkie like 
Alix was, but she had come to enjoy the rush of air when rolling down a hill on a bike ride. Alix 
internally cheered in victory every time she saw progress. Soon it would be time for Part B of 
her master plan. 


When her plan had become so detailed Alix didn’t know. 


‘Mylene, hey, | meant to catch you after class, but it slipped my mind. Anyway, Dad's letting me 
take some friends up Pic du Midi for my birthday.’ 


The trip was a blast. The hardest part was the ski lift up to the top, but Mylene clung to lvan and 
peered out the window anyway. Alix counted that as a success. To make the day even better, 
Kim had made a truce with her to not argue for the entire trip. She wasn’t sure if Max was 
relieved, put out or upset at this. Plus the stars that night were amazing. 


Now that she knew that Mylene was on the verge of completely destroying her fear of heights 
she couldn't give up. 


This was it. Her peak achievement. 


Mylene looked out the window and then looked at Alix. She repeated the process a few times. 
She looked a little befuddled as if she was wondering how on earth she ended up on a plane. 


"Still scared of heights?" Alix asked with a grin. 


Mylene let out a soft gasp of realization. "You planned this from the beginning didn’t you?" she 
asked rhetorically. "When did you even realize | was scared of heights?" 


"| don't even remember. It just came to me one day, and | decided to help you fight off that 
fear," Alix said shrugging. "Did it work?" 


"| didn’t even realize | wasn’t scared anymore," Mylene admitted. 


"That’s good. | suppose that means my plan is complete," Alix teased lightly. 


"Not yet, we've still got one last thing to do," Mylene stated determinedly. 
Alix nodded as they were called over from their chairs. 

"You ready for this?" 

"Thanks to you.” 

And they jumped. 


The sky was a startling blue with only a few clouds scattering through the atmosphere above 
them. Alix admired the shadows the clouds cast on the ground below. With a whoop, the girls 
tumbled from the sky laughing. 


Together they had defeated Mylene’s fear of heights and Mylene would be grateful for a very 
long time. Without Alix as one of her closest friends, she would have never come this close to 
touching the sky. 


Since Lycee 


Author: Misfire Ezreal 
Beta: Altoblt5 (Robin) 


Today is the day. 
“Alya,” she breathes, almost inaudibly, “It's happening.” 


“Breathe, Marinette,” comes her friend's stern but not unkind response. Alya tousles another 
lock of Marinette’s dark hair into place with her left hand, a curling iron clutched tightly in her 
right. “It can wait til I'm done, at least.” 


“Yeah. Breathe. Right. Yeah.” Marinette dutifully inhales. She tries to focus on the heat she 
feels radiating from the iron, but it just isn’t distracting enough to do the trick. 


“OhmygoshAlyalcan’tbelievethisishappeninglcan’tbelievethisisreallyhappe—* 
“Marinette!” 


Marinette tries again. Inhales, and then exhales. Focuses on the warmth of her own hands, 
clutched tightly in her lap while she sits in a chair. 


“Breathe. Okay. Breathing, gotcha.” 


Alya’s robust laugh clears the open room. Sunlight filters through the windows of the hotel suite, 
casting a warm glow throughout the space. Around them, other girls — the girls from back in 
lycee, and others, too — flutter about, charmeuse and chiffon skirts twirling as they move. The 
dresses they wear are darling — soft pink fabrics with white sashes -- and they are all 
handmade, painstakingly tailored to perfection for each and every girl. Marinette knew this 
because she designed them. (And sewed them, and hemmed them, and...) 


“Girl! You are a mess!” Alya’s voice breaks Marinette’s train of thought, and she looks up to see 
Alya’s grin reflected back at her through the mirror on the vanity. Her eyes are drawn to Alya’s 
cold-shoulder dress, pink and pretty, and can’t help but admire her friend’s wide, bright smile. 
Time has only made Alya more vibrant. 


“| know,” Marinette wails. She hears a tsk-ing, and then Chloe appears in the reflection 
alongside Alya, her cutout dress hanging beautifully on her frame as she moves. She comes to 
a rest beside her friends, and her high ponytail swishes with the sudden stop. (Marinette 


wonders if, in another world, Chloe’s pink dress would be a different color today. She knows it’s 
selfish to hope not, but she does anyway, and counts her lucky stars.) The blonde’s sharp eyes 
sweep over Alya’s work before she turns her gaze to Marinette. 

“See, | Anew you'd be like this,” she says, her hands on her hips. “You get way too worked up 
over itty bitty things.” Ever the drama queen, Chloe sighs loudly. “Why do you have to be like 
this, even today?” 


“| do not get worked up over itty bitty things!” Marinette protests. Chloe's eyes meet Alya’s, and 
they both giggle. “Well, not always,” Marinette amends, but the other girls just roll their eyes. 


“Anyways.” A makeup bag is plopped onto the vanity, unzipped, its contents spilling out. (Said 
contents are mostly in sleek, golden containers. Classic Chloe.) “I’ve waited long enough. Move 
over, Alya, | need space!” Chloe’s manicured nails sparkle under the vanity lights as she 
snatches up a compact. Marinette’s chair is wheeled around to face away from the mirror so 
that both girls can work at the same time. 


Marinette doesn’t protest, just scrunches her eyes closed as Chloe practically drowns her face 
in powder. (She does her best not to breathe it in, but she can’t help but cough a few times.) 
Once that’s done, It only takes a few minutes, and all too soon, after a few sweeps of blush and 
a whole lot of glittery eyeshadow, Chloe swipes on the final strokes of mascara with practiced 
movements. 


“How did /manage to finish first?” Chloe asks Alya. “You got a running start!” 


Alya clicks her tongue in annoyance. “Her hair doesn’t curl easily!” she replies. Chloe shakes 
her head. 


“No, you just didn't put enough product in. | promise you, if /were doing it, '’d—“ 
“Hello?” Marinette asks somewhat impatiently. “Can | see myself now?” 


“No!” Alya and Chloe answer in unison. Marinette opens her mouth to protest, but then it hits 
her again that today /s the day, and it’s rea//y happening, and her mouth goes dry. She 
swallows instead. 


“Well, since I’m done here, I’m going to go check how things are running outside,” Chloe says. 
She powders her own face first, of course, then snaps the compact closed and tosses it in with 
the other contents of her makeup bag. “Those musicians had better be here by now, or I’Il—“ 


Rather than finishing her sentence, Chloe swirls around and marches off, a glorious image of 
charmeuse and attitude. Alya lets out an amused huff. 
“She hasn't changed one bit, has she?” she asks Marinette. 


“Not really, no,” Marinette replies honestly, smiling in spite of herself. “Just in the ways that 
count.” 


Alya sniffs. 
“That's debatable.” 
They share a laugh at that. 


Marinette thanks the heavens for sending her the two best friends a girl could ever have. 
Outside, bells begin to toll, signaling the time. 


It's today!they sing. 


“Okay, you're good to look, now.” Alya turns the chair to face the vanity once more. Caught off- 
guard, Marinette blinks her eyes once, twice, before she feels her hands go clammy. 


“| just—“ Marinette starts to speak, but catches her reflection in the mirror, and stops. Gulps. 
And starts again. “It’s happening.” 


“Yes,” Alya assures her with a smile. Another curl falls into place, and Alya snaps the curling 
iron off with a sense of finality. “It’s happening.” 


The doors to the suite burst open, and Chloe charges in. 


“This is terrible!” she cries. Alya helps Marinette stand while the blonde makes her way towards 
them, ignoring the concerned murmurs that follow in her wake. “Totally, absolutely terrible!” 


“Did the musicians not show?” Alya asks worriedly. 


“Oh, no, they’re here,” Chloe replies almost off-handedly, waving her palm dismissively. Then 
she shakes her head. “No, it’s not that.” She points to the windows. “Look!” 

Marinette follows her friend’s direction and looks outside. While she’s been distracted with her 
preparations, the sunlight has faded from golden to grey, matching the clouds that are now 
creeping across the sky. 


“Oh, no,” Alya mutters. Marinette hears the buzzing of her worried friends around her as they 
circle closer to one another, their dresses shuffling as they go. They crowd around the doorway, 


glancing at the windows as they talk. 


The bells toll one last time. 


Marinette takes a deep breath. 
“It's happening,” she repeats. 


Thunder rolls above Adrien about two seconds after the music starts. It’s a low rumbling that 
slowly grows into a cacophonous roar before dying away. It drowns out the instruments. Despite 
everything, Adrien can't keep his lips from tugging into a slight frown at the sound. He looks up 
somewhat warily to eye the gray sky above them. 


“That’s not good,” Nino supplies from beside him. His black suit is neatly pressed, and beneath 
the collar, Adrien knows there’s a familiar name stitched in golden string. A green and black 
striped tie pulls the whole outfit together nicely. 


He looks great. Everyone and everything looks great. Except the sky. It’s gray and dark, and 
shadows are cast all across the carefully-chosen decorations and green grass. Adrien spots a 
few umbrellas slipped under the chairs, and he hopes with all his might they don’t need them. 


“Obviously.” Adrien runs a hand through his hair. No doubt his father will notice the tousled 
mess his bangs will surely become, but Adrien thinks he looks better when his hair isn’t slicked 
back with mountains of mousse. Not to mention, he feels better. Freer. 


A smile pulls at his lips at the word. Free. Freedom means no curfews observed, a studio of his 
own, and university studies. It's making risky choices and riding the payoff for all it’s worth. 
Freedom is fighting for what's right, with or without a mask. Freedom is him and a good stroke 
of bad luck shaped like a black cat. 


Freedom is the blue of her eyes as she walks into view. 


She's dressed like a dream, all satin and pearls and intricate lace, and she’s much, much more 
than beautiful. A few black curls are pulled loose around her sheer veil, framing her face and 
making her sky-blue eyes pop against the mass of white she dons. He wonders how long her 
bridesmaids must have spent helping her get ready. (Judging by the self-satisfied smirks Chloe 
and Alya wore when they walked up before, probably most of the morning.) He wonders if his 
father’s eyes are appraising her dress, taking in the detail with a calculating gaze. He wonders if 
her mother is crying, because her father certainly is, wiping his tears away with a handkerchief 
as he walks her down the aisle. 


He wonders, but doesn’t know, because he can’t look away from her. 


God, he thinks as she steps away from her father and gives him the brightest smile he’s ever 
seen, /tis happening. 


He can't help but grin right back at her. 


The priest steps in front of them, a small, pleasant smile upon his face as he regards them 
before turning his attention to the crowd. 


"Friends, we are invited here today to share in a great moment of these two people's lives." 
It's happening, he thinks again. 


He can hardly hear the words being spoken, he’s so absorbed in the woman in front of him. The 
details on her dress are breathtaking up close, with woven patterns that swirl and circle around 
the pearls scattered along the fabric. She wouldn't let him look at it before, and now he knows 
why. Her hair still looks soft to touch, and he aches to reach out to her. But it’s the smile on her 
painted lips, the one reaching right to her eyes, that keeps his focus the most. 


Light dances across the sky, and her eyes dart upward, and suddenly he is aware of where they 
are, and what's happening, right as thunder cracks above them. 

He pays attention now, dragging his eyes away from her. He listens intently as the priest goes 
through the motions. 


“Do you, Adrien Agreste, take this woman, Marinette Dupain-Cheng, to be your lawful and 
wedded wife?” asks the priest. 


This is it. It's happening. Adrien takes a deep breath and turns his gaze back to his fiancée. 
“| do,” he answers. “I promise to love you and cherish you until my dying days, and more.” 


The words tumble out. “For the longest time, | didn’t know who | loved. We grew up together, 
fought our daily battles side-by-side. And then one day, | saw you, really saw you, and I’m so 
lucky | did. I’m so lucky you let me.” He reaches out and takes her hands in his. “I want to fight 
our battles together, for always. | love you.” 


Nino awws obnoxiously from the crowd, and the wedding guests follow suit. He can hear 
Monsieur Dupain-Cheng sobbing loudly from the front row. None of that matters nearly as much 


as the way Marinette lights up, the way her eyes seem to shine at his words. 


“And do you, Marinette Dupain-Cheng,” asks the priest once the noise has quieted somewhat, 
“take this man, Adrien Agreste, to be your lawful and wedded husband?” 


Adrien holds his breath. 


Her cherry-pink lips move. “I do,” she says. 


He breathes. 


“I've always loved you,” she continues. She looks down, bashful even now, and glances up at 
him from her lashes. “I’m not the best with words, but... But | don’t think they could help me say 
just how much | love you.” She takes a deep breath before speaking again. “You're wonderful, 
Adrien. You're funny, and smart, and so kind. When everything was dark and dreary like this —* 
she gestures to the clouds above them, eliciting a chuckle from the guests — “When | needed 
someone the most, you've always been there. | want to fight our battles together forever, too. | 
can a/ways count on you.” 


Thunder rolls again, and this time, sprinkles of rain follow the sound. 


Hurriedly, the priest concludes the ceremony, eager to finish up before the downpour begins. 
Adrien might have frowned, but Marinette’s smile is brighter than the sun. He’s perplexed — 
because it’s raining, and everything is gray and dark, and what kind of wedding is that? — but he 
can't find it in himself to worry at all, because Marinette looks as though she’s over the moon. 
So he leans in to kiss her, and then they walk through the cheering crowd and pouring rain. 


She squeals as a flash of green from behind startles her. She has just enough time to register 
Adrien’s soft laughter before she’s scooped up into leather-clad arms and whisked away out the 
window of their honeymoon suite. 


“Adrien!” she yelps into his blonde hair, wrapping her arms tightly around his neck. All Marinette 
receives in return is his laughter, unbridled this time, and it sends a thrill coursing through her 
whole body. She tightens her hold on him. Paris sails by beneath them, Chat Noir leaping from 
roof to roof, and the wind whips her styled curls wildly around her face, no doubt ruining them. 
She doesn’t mind one bit. Adrien continues until they’re at the very top of the Eiffel Tower. It’s 
beautiful: late at night, and all aglow, with the dark sky above as a striking contrast. The rain has 
cleared away at last, and the afterglow of dew makes the city sparkle. 


He puts her down, and instantly, she transforms, too. He doesn’t seem surprised at all; in fact, 
his ears twitch playfully, as though he’s been expecting this. He settles down on the farthest 
ledge and pats the spot next to him. She obliges him, scooting close enough so their thighs 
touch. 


“You’re full of surprises,” she says. His eyes twinkle mischievously when they meet hers. 
“You don’t even know the half of it,” he replies. 


“Oh?” she twerks an eyebrow. “What kind don't | know yet?” 


Adrien’s cheeks dust pink. 

“Well, uh...” He's flustered under her playful gaze. “We've got years for this.” 

“The rest of our lives,” she agrees. Then sighs dreamily. “It happened. | can’t believe it.” 
“It happened,” Adrien echoes. “It’s kinda surreal.” 

“| always knew it would,” Marinette declares. “Since /ycee, you know.” 

“Yeah,” he agrees. “Since /ycee.” 


They both reminisce. Leftover water from the showers drips down one of the ledges below, 
making a metallic plinking noise. 


“You were so happy when you heard the forecast yesterday,” Adrien says softly. “100% chance 
of rain and scattered rainstorms.” 


“Of course,” Marinette replies simply. She smiles as she looks out at Paris. “Like | said, | knew it 
would.” 


Adrien follows her gaze across the city. Far away, the rainclouds are gathered on a distant part 
of the sky, raining down over there. Lightning sparks through them, but it’s too far to hear the 
rumble of thunder from where they are now. Still, Adrien knows exactly what she means. 


“Since /ycee,”he says. 
“Since /ycee,” she agrees. “Which reminds me.” She stands and unholsters her yo-yo. 


“Follow me!” Then she’s off, swinging across the sky, and Adrien darts after her. They dance 
across the rooftops, until finally, Marinette lands on cement steps, and Adrien lands next to her, 
curious. 


“Here?” he asks. Their old school building stands in front of them. Lycee seems a little smaller 
than it did when they attended, and the walls a little more for wear, but the warm memories that 
flood his mind upon seeing the building overshadow everything else. 

“Come on,” she says, and pushes open the doors. Wordlessly, he follows her inside, tracing 
their steps past their old lockers and across the old checker tiled flooring. Their steps echo 
around the empty walls as they make their way to their old classroom. Marinette steps inside, 
and the smell of the room hits Adrien with a wave of nostalgia. This was where they learned 
together, where they met for the first time, and where so many important memories were 


shared. He stands, stunned by the weight of it all, in the doorway, until a warm hand wraps 
around his wrist and pulls him inside. 


She points to a chair. 
“There,” she says simply. 
There. 


A present box sits comfortably on a chair. No, not just a chair: the chair, the one from way back 
on his first day. Adrien remembers the sticky feeling of the gum against his fingers, and the 
anger Marinette wore on her face when she found him trying to scrape it off her seat. He 
remembers the scratches from pencils that were etched against the back of the chair, and he 
sees them now, along with a few more marks from housing dozens of students since he 
graduated. 


Adrien gingerly picks up the box, unwrapping it carefully. 
It’s about now that he bets Marinette will start to babble, and she does. 


“It's the same frame, but it got rips in it and stuff, you know, since it’s been so long... And also 
since | kinda used it every time it rained. | finally stopped when it bent backwards in that really 
bad storm a few years back. But | did my best to take care of it, and | replaced the fabric with 
something stronger, so it won't wear as easily, and—“ 


She cuts off as Adrien presses the side button on the umbrella, popping it open. He turns back 
to her, and the look on her face reminds him of her startled look of surprise, way back on his 
first day, when he offered it to her the first time. 


“I’m glad it happened,” he says, holding the umbrella out to her. Marinette feels as though her 
breath has been stolen from her. She reaches out and cups her hand around his, and they hold 
the umbrella together and embrace. 


“Me, too,” she manages. “I’m glad it rained today.” 


“Pm glad it rained that day,” Adrien replies, pulling back to run a hand through one of her curled 
locks. It’s just as soft as he thought it would be, even as mussed as it is now. “Really, really 
glad.” 


“Yeah. I’m glad it happened,” she echoes. She traces a finger around the rim of his black mask. 
He leans into her touch. “I’m so glad it happened.” Marinette leans forward onto the tips of her 
toes and kisses her husband, pulling him close, and he happily returns the gesture. 


Sky Full of Stars 


Author: Agrestenoir 
Beta: Nikki (@Miraculousandcute) 


When Ladybug landed on the rooftop, she knew her partner hadn’t heard her. 


Chat Noir was perched on the edge of the rooftop, swinging his feet in the late evening air, as 
he stared up at the cloudless night sky. A cool breeze trickled past, blowing her bangs into her 
line of sight as she let her eyes flicker above, trying to see what was so interesting about the 
moon and a few stars. Her search turned up nothing, so she turned back to her partner, 
confusion lacing the corners of her thoughts. 


The moon cast a warm glow over him, highlighting the soft expression on his face... one she’d 
never seen before. It was in the twinkle of his eyes, the upturned corners of his mouth, wind- 
kissed cheeks and open lips, like he was taking in his first breath of fresh air in forever. 
Something about his smile—that breathless wonder written across his face like a secret—struck 
a chord with her. In the year since their partnership began, she’d seen her partner through 
many things, both tears and laughter, and yet she'd never seen him like this... a kind of raw and 
intimate smile that she felt she wasn’t supposed to see. 


He still hadn’t noticed her, staring at the sky like it was a lifeline and to let go would be the worst 
thing in the world. Slinking forward, slowly as not to startle him, Ladybug tried to see what he 
was looking at once more. Blonde hair spilled over his mask, green eyes alit with unbridled joy, 
and all she could do was wonder what had made him so happy. A part of her heard Tikki in the 
back of her head, berating her for intruding on Chat Noir's privacy, but Ladybug was a curious 
cat—always had been—even if her partner embodied the mask more so than she. 


She crept towards him, silent in the shadows, bending down until her head hovered over his 
shoulder, a hairs breadth separating them from one another. Narrowing her eyes, she scanned 
over the horizon, trying to pinpoint the exact spot his gaze was focused on. And as if on cue, 
like the world was against her misdeed in the first place, Chat Noir finally noticed her presence 
behind him and leapt to his feet in a practiced move, baton unclipped and flying towards her 
face before he even registered who she was. Ladybug deflected his weapon with her wrist, 
hand reaching for his shoulder in a split instant, but she made no move to hinder him—only 
steady. 


"Hey, Chat Noir," she greeted, a smirk stretching across her face. 


Chest heaving, her partner's wide eyes met hers through the darkness. "Ladybug," he said, 
"Whatre you doing here? | thought it was my night to patrol." 


She snorted and shook her head, releasing her grip on her partner. “Couldn't sleep, figured I'd 
get some fresh air." 


"l-I wasn't expecting you," he said and placed a hand on the side of a nearby chimney to regain 
his bearings. "Thought | was alone." 


Ladybug shrugged in response, eyes scanning the horizon once more to see what had caught 
his interest. "I thought I'd swing by and see what you were up too." 


Chat Noir stared at her for a moment before a small smile stretched across his face. "Worried 
I'd sneak a cat nap in on patrol?" 


“Wouldn't be the first time," she teased. 


"| know," he said with a sigh, running a clawed hand through his messy mane. Tired eyes fixed 
on his boots, refusing to meet her questioning gaze. "Anyway, | finished patrol and was getting 
ready to head back actually." 


His voice was dripping with exhaustion—something she was quite familiar with—but there was 
something off about it too, another emotion she couldn’t quite put a name too. Usually her 
partner was full of a laughter and happiness, that settled over her like a soft blanket, 
comfortable and familiar. Her partner’s presence always soothed an ache she didn’t know she 
had. The sudden unfamiliarity threw her world off-kilter, and she was desperate for his stupid 
puns and bright smiles to put it back. 


It wasn’t the same longing she had for the rest of the important people in her life. It wasn’t the 
itch for Alya’s weight draped over her legs as she sketched a new design, the sound of Nino 
drumming a tune against his desktop his pens, or the comfort she felt when she came home 
after a long day to the smell of fresh bread. It wasn’t even the same craving she harbored for 
Adrien and the press of his skin against hers whenever they touched. 


Chat Noir wasn’t the same. If her friends and family were an itch or craving, her partner was like 
a need squirming under her skin, burning her frayed nerves until the sight of him sent a cool 
tidal wave washing over her. Chat Noir, she learned early on, had no label. All she knew for 
sure was that there was something special between them. Chat Noir was someone special to 
her—and that was all that mattered. 


Whatever he was to her, he was first and foremost her friend, and she wanted to be here for 
him. 


"What’re you really doing?" she asked him softly, fixing him with a heavy gaze. 
“Nothing.” 


“Nothing?” She shook her head, refusing to accept his answer, and plopped down on the roof, 
back pressed against the brick chimney, looking up at her partner with a bright smile. "I don't 
know about that. That sky sure looked pretty interesting. You were looking at it for a while." 


Chat Noir ducked his head, a light pink dusting the tips of his ears. "H-How long were you 
standing there?" 


"Long enough." 


Her partner chuckled lowly and sat down beside her, sliding down the chimney with an 
exasperated groan. When he didn’t say anything else, she guessed that it was harder to explain 
than she'd thought it was. Funny, she didn't think the sky could be that complicated. 
Regardless, her stomach twisted as she looked at her partner through heavy-lidded eyes, 
hoping that everything was alright with him. 


"So what are you looking at?" Ladybug asked, hugging her knees to her chest. 


Chat Noir mimicked her stance, pulling his knees close enough to prop his chin on, and turned 
his eyes back up. "You had it right. Just the sky." 


Humming in acceptance, even though she clearly didn’t understand, she let silence slip 
between them as they looked up together. There wasn’t much more she could say, she 
reckoned, if Chat Noir wouldn't elaborate on the information he gave her. It was clear her 
partner wasn’t telling her something, which was what she’d wanted in the first place: anonymity 
between them. No names, no faces, no... anything. But now he was too good at hiding things 
(even when she wanted nothing more than to actually know) and Ladybug often thought she 
saw more of the mask than the boy underneath. 


They wore masks for the world and for each other, and while it was mainly her decision and he 
accepted that, it didn’t mean she was happy with the outcome. Safety wasn’t always the first 
thing on her mind anymore. There were days she wanted nothing more than to know who was 
under the leather cat suit, know his name and his story, know everything about him and be a 
part of his life. 


Chat Noir wasn’t just her superhero partner. He was her friend, and it hurt to hide from the one 
person who meant the world to her. 


...and the thought that he couldn't share his world with her hurt more than she cared to admit. 
She wanted to know... everything about him, why he looked at the sky with the same breathless 
wonder a blind man seeing the sun for the first time showed. It was the first time she’d seen her 
partner like that. Chat Noir had a textbook of smiles, but this one... This smile had been a spark 
of light in the middle of the night, like a single ray of sunshine had burst from the clouds and 
warmed his face, like he’d finally found something worth smiling for. This smile was Chat Noir 
being happy. 


The air left her lungs in a whoosh because Ladybug couldn't fathom that in the year she'd 
known him, she’d never seen her partner genuinely happy before. There’d been smiles before, 
laughter spilling from their lips as they raced to the top of the Eiffel Tower, where they got high 
on being alive. But they’d never seen each other in their own element, being happy about 
something they loved. Chat Noir had never seen Marinette’s awe at her finished design, every 
stitch and thread arranged perfectly in line with her original vision. Just as she had never 
witnessed the boy behind Chat Noir, wide-eyed with wonder at perfecting something he’d 
worked long and hard on. The masks, while they kept them safe, also kept them from each 
other. 


"What's so interesting about the sky?" Ladybug finally asked, swallowing around a lump in her 
throat. "I’m sure you have some other way to keep yourself occupied.” 


"Au contraire, m'Lady," he said, narrowing his eyes as a smile slowly stretched across his face. 
"Stargazing is actually one of my favorite past times." 


"Come on, Chat Noir," she said, rolling her eyes. 


He laughed to himself and pushed himself to his feet, crossing his arms across his chest, and 
turned back to the Paris skyline. "No, really," he told her in earnest. "| come up here a lot after a 
patrol or when | can’t sleep, and | just sit up here and... look at the stars. It helps me think. 
Sometimes life’s just really crazy, and | need something to ground myself, | guess." 


“With the sky?” 


“Yeah.” He gestured towards the sky above them, eyes flashing wildly. “You know, my life is just 
so freaking crazy, and people always expect me to do something... be someone, and | know it’s 
stupid but it makes me think of the sky. Because... well, people always want the sky to be 
different too. They want it sunny but instead it’s rainy, and they get mad, or people want it to be 
lighter just a little bit longer but the sky turns dark because it has to, and nobody’s happy with it.” 


People always want it to be different, Ladybug thought to herself, Or do they want you to be 
different? 


Chat Noir sighed to himself, shrugging again. “I... | can’t explain it. The sky’s always changing, 
and sometimes | just need to tell myself that, despite whatever's happening, at the end of the 
day, it’s still the sky and I’m still me.” 


"Chat..." She winced as her heart panged against her ribs in protest, hoping she hadn't just hurt 
her partner's feelings. 


He shrugged helplessly. "Just a habit, | suppose, but... | like it.” 


His gaze rose back towards the sky as a heavy silence fell over them. Her eyes slid over his 
form, tense shoulders and passive face, and she was suddenly reminded of how easy it was for 
Chat Noir to hide from her. 


She sighed, catching a glimpse of his curious expression from the corner of her eyes, and 
locked her gentle smile in place. "So show me what's oh-so-exciting about the sky," she said, 
resting her head against the chimney and settling into a more comfortable position. 


He turned back to her, quirking an eyebrow high in confusion. "You really wanna know?" 


She shrugged. "All | see is a couple stars. Maybe | just wanna see something more." Like you, 
she silently added, Please show me your sky, Chat Noir. 


"O-Okay," he stammered out, ambling back towards her. He seated himself on the edge of the 
chimney, hands dangling next to her head between his knees, and stared down at her with a 
soft expression. "What do you wanna see first?" 


Humming as she gathered her thoughts, Ladybug gestured towards the cluster of stars to the 
right of them. "Make them into something." 


"You mean a constellation?" Laughter laced his voice. 
"Yeah." 


"Okay, so those three stars over there," he said, a clawed hand encircling her wrist lightly and 
raising it towards the sky. "They form the head of a constellation known as Pegasus. | know it’s 
hard to see, especially in the middle of Paris, but it’s connected to the rest of the body 
over...there... And if you move over to the right, you can see Andromeda--" 


"You sure know a lot about stars," Ladybug remarked, eyes long ago leaving the sky and 
focusing on her partner. The same breathless expression was back on his face, and her heart 
gave a pathetic pang in her chest because she'd put it there this time. 


Chat Noir hesitated for a moment before the words slipped from his lips. "My mom taught me." 
It was something personal, something distinctly about him, and she held onto it tightly. 
Ladybug’s smile grew bigger. "I think it’s pretty cool," she told him. 

"Yeah?" he asked, baffled, like he couldn't believe anyone found his hobby cool. 


"Yeah," she said, because they were partners, and her answer meant the world to him, just as 
he did to her. 


He swallowed, tongue wetting his lips as he struggled to form a response. "Do you want me to 
keep going?" 


"Please." 

So he turned back to the sky, and she leaned back against the chimney, his legs a heavy, 
comfortable weight against her shoulders. His hand still held hers, pointing out pictures 
amongst the few clusters of stars they managed to see in the Paris sky, and she couldn't 
imagine a better way to end the night. Even though it was a small blessing, just a simple tidbit 
into the life of her partner, but it still mattered more than she could admit. 


Chat Noir showed her his sky, and she got to see a little bit of him. 


And what a beautiful thing it was. 


Stars that Touch the Earth 
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Blankets lay scattered across the balcony-turned-garden. Fairy lights were draped across the 
latticework, a few wrapped around the branches of a small tree that grew there. A couple of 
plates sat on the edges of the blankets, crumb-covered and forgotten as the hands that had 
used them just moments before intertwined with each other instead. 


Alya and Marinette had their backs on the blankets and their eyes on the sky as they gazed 
upon the false stars in the horizon made by the city. Their breathing came in tandem as they 
drank in the night, moonlight illuminating the hope they clung to as they learned more and more 
about the world they lived in. 


Sounds of the nearby river and passing cars filled the air, just barely quiet enough for the 
radio's static-ridden music to play over it. All of it was almost too loud for Alya to hear Marinette 
when she whispered, "Hey, Peaches... if you could change one thing about Paris, what would it 
be?" 


Taking a moment to consider her answer, Alya shifted to prop herself up, and stared out across 
the city she and Marinette both defended. "I think... | think | would love to see the stars again, 
so, less pollution... more care for the environment. That would be nice." 


Marinette hummed in agreement. "I think I’d like the same." 


Their conversation petered out after that, they simply laid there, basking in the presence of each 
other just long enough for Alya to fall into a light slumber. Marinette’s gaze moved from the 
landscape and settled on her partner, her best friend. She watched her during a couple of 
songs before she grabbed her phone and started to text a certain superhero and model friend of 
theirs. 


[From: Mar You Ready] 
[To: Camembert Boy] 


hey i need a favor 
please 
think of it is a way to make up for the day of dead flowers 


[From: Camembert Boy] 
[To: Mar You Ready] 


I've apologized for that like 100 times 

it wasnt my fault nino spooked me :( 

who puts flowrs that close to the edge anyways 
what do yoy need though, my lady? ;3c 


[From: Mar You Ready] 
[To: Camembert Boy] 


can als and i borrow one of your dad’s cars tmrrow? 


[From: Camembert Boy] 
[To: Mar You Ready] 


ummm i dont think i can get a car for you :/ 
but!! the van i use to help nino lug his equipment around should be free 
want me to drop it off tomorrow morning?? 


[From: Mar You Ready] 
[To: Camembert Boy] 


please!!!! btw dont tell als 
and also thanks love u, goin to bed now so i wont msg back :* 
sweet dreams, purrfect boy 


Dropping her phone beside her, she curled into Alya’s side, dragging a blanket over Alya and 
herself and falling asleep. 


When morning came, Marinette woke to a bright-eyed Adrien staring down at her, shaking from 
silent laughter. 


"You guys are the most irresponsible responsible people | know," he whispered with a chuckle. 
"C’mon, get up." Holding his hand out to her, she took it and was pulled to her feet, careful so 
as not to wake Alya. 


The two went inside and talked quietly about Marinette’s plans. Adrien, as supportive of her 
spontaneity as ever, smiled and nodded along with everything she said. 


"and | was thinking we'd stay out most of the night and bring the van back tomorrow. Is that 
fine?" 


"Yeah, that totally works. Nino won't need it for a couple of days anyways- we're going ona 
couple dates," he said, waggling his eyebrows. 


Marinette snorted and playfully pushed him. "Where’re you planning on going?" she asked, 
getting up to start prepping for the trip. 


"| dunno, Nino wouldn't tell me... It’s all a big mystpurry," he joked, laughing a little too loudly 
when she threw a pillow at his face. "C’mon, you have to admit that was a good one. If you do, 
the keys are yours." He took them from his pocket and held them above her head in a teasing 
way. 


"Alright, fine. That was a purrty good one," she admitted, smiling ear-to-ear. 
"I’ve taught you so well," he said, miming the wiping away of a tear. 
"Ha ha, very funny." She rolled her eyes. "Anyways, | hope your dates go well." 


"Thanks, | hope yours does too," he replied, stepping forward for a hug before handing her the 
keys. "Drive safe, alright?” 


"Will do, Chaton. Ask Maman and Papa for something on your way out.” 


He gave a nod, another quick hug, and bid her farewell. Marinette tossed the keys into the air 
and caught them, glad that Adrien had been so receptive to her plan, and rushed to get ready 
before Alya would wake. 


Thirty minutes went by, and Marinette had managed to shower, throw a few blankets in the 
backseat of the van, pack some snacks and beverages, and program the GPS to bring them 
outside the city. She ran inside to her parents, and explained to them her plan. They, 
unsurprisingly, supported her wholeheartedly, even going so far as to insist she take the fresh 
batch of pastries they’d just set out to cool. Marinette, thankful, agreed and gave them each a 
quick hug before going back to her balcony to jostle Alya awake. 


"Sweets, time to get up, love," she murmured, sinking to her knees to press a kiss on Alya’s 
cheek. 


Alya’s dark lashes fluttered at the contact, and soon hazel eyes met blue, one pair sleepy and 
curious, the other alight with excitement. Marinette shook the keys and smiled widely. 


"Get up and shower so we can get this thing started!" 

"Get what thing started? And what if | didn’t wanna shower?" 

“PII still love you," Marinette promised. "And our road trip, of course!" 
"Our.... our what? When did we plan this?" 


"Road trip. And not we, |. You said you'd love to see the stars again, so | thought we could do 
that. How’s about it?” 


Alya hummed. "Let's just cuddle here for a few more minutes, then [Il get up, 'kay?" Without 
waiting for a response, she moved so her arms wrapped around Marinette and nestled into her 
legs. 


Marinette let out an airy laugh and set the keys down so she could play with Alya’s hair. Alya 
sighed contentedly and Marinette relaxed further, falling into the soothing motions and losing 
track of time. Only when her mother called up from her room’s entrance did both of them break 
out of their trance-like state. 


"Guess | should get up now, huh?" Alya breathed, holding Marinette tighter even as she knew 
she'd have to let go. 


"That would probably be best," Marinette smiled. 


Groaning, Alya started to get up, and Marinette helped her to her feet. "So, you go shower, and 
I'll double check that everything’s ready! Meet you in the car in 35?" 


"Sounds good," Alya replied with a yawn as she stretched her arms and climbed down the 
hatch into Marinette’s room. 


Marinette grinned and followed after, snorting when she sees a ladybug clinging to Alya’s shirt. 
She brushed it off and made sure it got outside before going through her list of things needed 
once more. 


By the time night fell, the couple had gotten lost or went the wrong way no less than eight times, 
not that they cared. Each time the GPS had to reroute, they broke into loud guffaws, tears 
forming in the corners of their eyes. They also needed to stop for gas once, and they were lucky 
to be heroes, because the vehicle had ran out of fuel before they could reach the station. 
Needless to say, the employees were somewhat shocked to see the famed Ladybug pushing 


the van into the lot with a cackling civilian in the driver’s seat. Still, even with all of that, they 
made it to their destination on time, and Ladybug, who had promptly hopped into the driver’s 
seat and forgotten to detransform as she drove off, pulled off of the road a ways and came to a 
halt. 


"So, Mademoiselle Ladybug, have any time to answer a few questions for your biggest fan?" 
Alya teased, poking Ladybug’s shoulder. 


"| dunno," she answered, "are you sure you're my biggest fan?" 
"Oh, absolutely, without a doubt." 
"Well, if you say so, l'd love to answer some questions for you." 


"Great!" Alya unclicked her seatbelt and leaned into Ladybug's side. "Question one... do you 
love me?" 


Rather than answering with her words, Ladybug turned towards her and pressed a kiss to the 
corner of her lips. 


"Second question: if you could be anywhere in the world, where would you be?" 


"New York," she said without hesitating, laughing when Alya punched her in the shoulder. 
"Okay, okay, you're right. | wouldn't want to be anywhere you're not, so right here is perfect." 


"Aw, you do love me." 

"Well, of course." 

They exchanged a small smile. 

"Question three. If | asked to kiss you, would you let me?" 
"Not until you ask question four." 


"You know me so well. Okay, we'll hold off on kissing. The final question | have for you is: will 
you detransform and reveal to me your secret identity right now, where no one else will see?" 


Pink light flooded the van for a short moment, and when it faded, Marinette sat in Ladybug's 
place, smiling from one ear to the other. "I would do it without an ounce of hesitation, every 
time," she admitted, so honest that Alya flushed just the tiniest bit. 


Not knowing how to go on from there, Marinette leaned in so their foreheads touched. "How 
about that kiss now, Mademoiselle Reporter?” 


"On the record?" she asked, inching closer, leaving just enough space between their lips that 
Marinette’s inevitable response might close it. 


"On the record,” Marinette confirmed, closing the space without a second thought. 


Their kiss was soft and sweet, but in no way did it lack passion, even as it drew to an end as 
quickly as it began. Marinette pulled back. 


"We can continue this interview later, if you'd like, Peaches. But for now, | think we should 
check out the stars in all their glory." 


"Probably a good call," Alya said with a chuckle. "If we don't stop now, | think we'd miss the 
entire night." 


"Probably," Marinette agreed, unbuckling herself and getting out. From the back, she took out 
multiple blankets, all old projects of hers. It took only a few minutes for her and alya to spread 
them out on the van's top, and an extra couple of minutes to turn the radio on as well as bring 
up the food and drinks. 


The two settled in, laying down with their shoulders touching and their pinky fingers holding onto 
each other in an unspoken promise. The stars shone brightly in the sky, twinkling and dancing 
in the reflections of their eyes, closer just then than they could ever be otherwise. 


If Marinette had to pick one word to describe the moment, the only one worthy would be 
‘perfect.’ There was truly no other place she wanted to be, and there was no one she would 
rather be with. 


As if reading her thoughts, Alya rolled her head enough to leave a kiss on Marinette's shoulder 
and whispered, "I love you, Mari." 


"| love you too, Als," Marinette murmured back, pressing closer into Alya and burying her nose 
in her hair. One thing she had come to appreciate over time was the constant of how Alya 
smelled. At first, it was peaches and cinnamon. But, as time went on, it became the smell of 
home, of comfort, of not being alone. Marinette loved how she smelled. She voiced it, and felt 
Alya’s hand cover hers completely and squeeze, putting forth all the words she wished to say 
but couldn't convey through words alone. 


"Als?" 


"Yeah?" 

"| hope tonight never ends. The stars. You. Us. | don’t want any of it to end.” 
"It won't end.” 

"Promise?" 

"Promise." 


"Thanks, Alya," Marinette said, relaxing fully into her side. Her head lay in the space between 
Alya’s own head and her shoulder. 


"No, Mari. Thank you," she replied. "You helped me see the stars again, after mentioning how | 
missed them just once. And you made sure | wasn’t alone by coming along. This is one of the 
greatest things anyone’s ever done for me, and I’m so, so impossibly grateful for it. Again, thank 
you Mari. | hope | can do something similar for you one day." 


"You already have, just by being here with me." She gave a warm smile and turned to face the 
sky again. 


A streak of light flew overhead, and instead of making a wish, both thanked the star for their 
wishes coming true on the first day they met. Their wishes, which had asked for happiness. 


The night went on. 


The Color of Thunder 
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“| worry for your future partner.” 


“Hm? Why? Well, | suppose you should be worried that they won't be able to keep up with how 
fabulous | am. What do you think of this color?” 


“It's a little darker than your usual eyeshadow. And, Chloé, I’m worried that you'll be... too mean 
for them.” 


“Aww, Adrikins, you're cute.” 


“I'm very aware, thanks. Not everyone is willing to put up with this much shopping— Here, just 
toss it in the basket if you want it.” 


“You're here, and we're only faking it. You said it's too dark?” 


“| said it’s darker than your usual, but you could make it work. Also, I’m your friend, | know what 
| signed up for.” 


“| guess. You really think it could work?” 
“You're the one who isn't putting it back.” 
“Yes, but... it reminds me of your... friend.” 
“... Nino?” 

“Yeah, him.” 

“You like Mino?” 

“Of course | don't.” 


“Chloé.” 


“Well if he’s good enough for you, he’s good enough for me. But he’s with that pest, so this is 
all... ugh.” 


“Marinette is not a pest, nor is she actually with— What about this color, exactly, reminds you of 
Nino?” 


“Marinette is absolutely a pest— and look, it’s the color of thunder, just like his eyes.” 
“Wow, you like him a lot. You do know that thunder is a sound, and that lightning is blue...?” 


“| didn't say they were the color of lightning, did 1? | swear your tutors have put mush in your 
brains.” 


“It's science, Chloé.” 
“Mush, darling, mush. We still need to pick up nail polish for our next date.” 
“Wha— You're not out of red already, are you?” 


“Ladybug nails are in fashion, okay?” 


Nino hopes viciously that Marinette and Adrien have fallen into a black hole. Yes! Fine! They 
like each other! That's still no reason to abandon him with Chloé! 


As if on cue, Chloé snarls and throws her phone on the table. Nino catches it automatically 
when it skids toward him. 


“Give that back,” she demands. 
“You’re the one who threw it,” Nino points out. 


“Ugh, how are you even friends with my Adrien?” She doesn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she 
shoves herself to her feet and claws at Nino for her phone. “Give it!” 


Nino backs away. “What are you, five—?” 
“Is there a problem here, miss?’ 


Chloé turns to the waiter and stomps a foot. “Yes! He stole my phone!” 


“If you hadn't thrown it—” 
They find themselves standing in the rain outside the restaurant. 


Chloé is livid, shouting and screaming threats at the restaurant door. Nino rolls his eyes and 
walks away, texting Marinette and Adrien as he goes. 


The rain makes typing more difficult, and he misses several keys. Annoying. 
“Where do you think you’re going?” 
“Home.” 


Chloé’s hand catches Nino’s shoulder, reeling him to a stop. He glances at her irritably. “What?” 
she demands. “What's the point of a date if you're just going to ditch it?” 


“We've been ditched,” Nino points out. “Has Adrien called back yet?” 


“Let me think— oh wait, | don’t know, because you still have my phone, you thief. Has the pest 
called you?” 


“No, Marinette has not. Here, take your phone back.” 

Chloé snatches the device from Nino’s hand. “He hasn't replied.” 
“| figured. Bye.” 

“Wait!” 


Nino pinches himself, hoping to escape the nightmare, and gets a stinging cheek for his 
troubles. He sighs and turns back to Chloé. “Whaf?” 


“You’re not just going to /eave me here, are you?” 

“That was the plan.” 

Chloé’s lower lip wobbles. 

Nino palms his face. He could just /eave, he tells himself, because Chloé is not worth the 
headache, no matter how pretty she is. He peeks through his fingers at her. Definitely crying. 


She even sniffles for good measure, and even though he knows it’s fake, he groans and sticks 
out his hand anyway. “Fine, l'Il walk you back to your place.” 


She stares at his hand. When he starts to take it back, though, she seizes it. “In the rain?” she 
asks skeptically, looking up at him. “It'll ruin my hair.” 


“Well, it’s ruin your precious blowdry or stand around all night, and | am not standing around all 
night.” 


She resists his tugging, but after a moment she hesitantly steps out into the rain. “It's cold,” she 
complains. “If | get sick, you’d better cough up the money.” 


“Yeah, whatever, let’s just get this over— Was that a pun?” 


Chloé looks sly. “You’re not Adrien’s on/y friend.” She points across the street. Nino squints 
along the line of her finger as she says, “Compensate me for this awful date.” 


She’s pointing at a movie theatre. Nino is skeptical. “The movies?” 


“We were supposed to be on a double date,” Chloé says innocently. “No reason to cut it short 
just because Adrien didn’t make it.” 


“If you're not careful, | might start thinking you like me,” Nino grumbles, but he lets her tug him 
toward the theater. 


“Me? | would never.” 

“Yeah, | know, you've only got eyes for your sweet precious Adrikins.” 
Chloé pouts at him. “We love each other dearly.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“We do!” 

“Sure, Chloé.” 


They agree surprisingly quickly on which movie to watch. By the time they emerge from the 
theater, the rain has stopped, though neither of them notice. 


“They should have kissed,” Chloé sighs. 


“What— They did kiss, though?” 


“They should have kissed more—” 


A couple stumbles around the street corner directly in front of Chloé and Nino, and they nearly 
bowl each other over. 


“Marinette?” Nino asks incredulously, recognizing dark pigtails. 
“Chlo!” Marinette’s companion yelps. It’s Adrien. 
“Nino!” Marinette replies guiltily. “Sorry, we were just—” 


“You two are together?” Chloé screeches. “Adrikins, no, this is too much. Nino, fine, Nino is fine, 
but Marinette?” 


“Excuse you, | am at /eastas fine as Nino—” 
“Did you just call Nino fine?” 


“Absolutely not. And you! What were you doing feeling up Adrien in a side street, anyway? Nino 
isn’t enough for you?” 


“| was not feeling him up—” 
“You look pretty felt up,” Nino comments to Adrien. 
Adrien grimaces back. “I wish.” 


“What were you doing, anyway? It better have been good, since. You know.” Nino tilts his head 
toward Chloé, who is too busy bickering with Marinette to notice. 


Adrien shakes his head mournfully. “Got held up by an akuma,” he explains. “Ladybug and Cat 
Noir only just set everything right.” 


Nino glances skeptically down the side street his two friends had emerged from. “And you and 
Marinette were dumped alone together down a side street?” 


Adrien blushes. “You and Chlo just came out of a theatre together,” he counters. 
“That was Chloé’s idea. Because it was raining.” 


“Maybe we aren't dating!” Marinette bellows at Chloé, and Nino and Adrien both look at her, 
startled. “Just like you and—” 


She shuts her mouth suddenly, glancing from Chloé to Adrien to Nino. “Nino, let's go,” she 
mutters, grabbing his wrist and pulling him away. 


“Text,” Nino mouths at Adrien, who nods back and tugs Chloé gently in the opposite direction. 


“Did you start without me? I’m hurt.” 
“You're hurt? You ditched me last night.” 


“Yes, and I’m sorry, but you know how awful my luck is with akuma attacks. Why do you have 
two unopened bottles of Ladybug Red? | thought you ran out.” 


“| told you, Ladybug nails are in fashion. | need backups. And, by the way, | cannot approve of 
you and that pest. | refuse.” 


“Marinette is not a pest. And you approve of her fashion sense, don’t you?” 

“That’s different! Good taste does not a good person make.” 

“That might be the wisest thing you’ve ever said.— That’s green, not black.” 

“Hm? Oh, you’re right. Ugh, | always mix up Cat’s Eye and Cat Noir. You won’t keep seeing her, 
will you? She's dating Nino, | thought he was your friend, | thought friends didn’t steal each 


other’s dates out from under their noses.” 


“They’re dating about as much as we are. Nino’s been chill with us for a while. How is he, by the 
way?” 


“He's yourfriend. Wait, so they knew that we were also faking it?” 

“Maybe. You should text him! He's yourcrush. Have you talked to him at all since last night?” 
“Why would 1?” 

“Chloé. Gimme your phone.” 

“No.” 


“Chlooooooo.” 


“You'll get nail polish all over it— Hé! Give it back!” 
“No can do, sorry— Ow! Did you just bite me?” 
“Yes! Ugh, he’s really rubbed off on you— wait, what are you doing?” 


“Message sent. Have fun!” 


You Are My Sky 


Authors: Miraculousturtle (Turtle) and Krzed (Zed) 
Beta: Ashspren (Ashi) 


In this world, there are born two groups of people: those with wings, and those without. The 
ones fortunate enough to be born with wings inherit the sky, finding a place amongst the 
extravagance of the flying city, Paris. Those without are cursed to live on the ground, The 
Below, constantly plagued by strife and want. This is a tale of two girls, one born to Parisian 
royals and one to bakers Below. One with wings and the other without. Though they come from 
different worlds, their destinies are intertwined and they both will someday find their sky. 


Born on the same day, in the same moment, Chloe Bourgeois and Marinette Dupain-Cheng 
could not be more different. Chloe was born to the ruling family of Paris but unlike most 
Parisians, she was born without wings. Her mother, Miranda Bourgeois, known as Queen Bee 
to her people, wept for days, mourning her earthbound daughter. She soon after distributed 
bribes, threats, and blackmail to secure the silence of her attendants, for who would ever follow 
a royal without wings? 


Marinette was born to a pair of bakers who made their living feeding the people of Below. A 
calm pregnancy and an easy childbirth gave Tom and Sabine a healthy daughter who they 
soon learned had been blessed, or perhaps cursed, with beautiful gossamer wings. The bakers 
immediately concealed the wings, for fear the Parisians would steal their child away from them. 
Marinette grew up happy and loved, though she always wondered why she must hide away her 
wings. 


At the age of ten, Chloe was fitted with a special harness, concealed beneath the black and 
yellow bodysuit that was her customary royal uniform. Though this harness granted her 
functional wings, some part of her always knew she didn’t truly belong in the sky. And so, she 
began to turn her eyes, not towards the sky, but to The Below. She oft wondered what it would 
be like to live without the constant expectations of being a princess, without the constant fear of 
someone discovering her ‘deformity’, as he mother was known to call it. 


It wasn’t until her fifteenth birthday that she worked up the courage to elude her escorts, fly 
down to The Below, and shed her wings for the first time in five years. She stowed her harness 
and her suit in the most worn bag she could find, stole...borrowed some clothes from a Below 
home, and made her way into the streets. 


She soon discovered that everything she’d been led to believe about The Below was wrong: it 
wasn't a cesspit filled with criminals, diseased inbreds, or wide-eyed lunatics. 


It was beautiful. 


From above, the buildings of The Below seem like roughly organized piles of rubble, painted in 
dull browns and grays. Now, walking through the winding, somewhat cramped streets, the 
skyline had an odd charm to it, and she could see the color and life around her that wasn't 
apparent from so far above: market stalls draped with clothing that could rival Parisian finery, 
fresh produce, hand-painted portraits, home-made perfumes, fresh baked goods... 


And a pair of dazzling blue eyes that could rival any shade found in the sky. 


Her name was Marinette, and Chloe had no idea why she felt so drawn to her. She approached 
the stall on the pretense of buying some bread and asked about the girl and her wares, lying 
about being from another part of the town. Marinette warmly opened up and the pair stood 
talking about anything and nothing until just before sunset. At that moment, Chloe excused 
herself to go home, disappeared down an abandoned alley, and a few minutes later, took to the 
sky. 


This became her routine over the next few weeks: every spare moment she could, she would fly 
to The Below and meet with Marinette. The baker soon introduced Chloe to her friends: Adrien, 
Nino, and Alya, and the three of them were quick to accept the princess, though Chloe ensured 
they remained oblivious to her lineage. Chloe also met with their families, and always had some 
excuse as to why they could never meet hers. It pained her to lie to her new friends, but if she 
desired to keep visiting them, she must keep everyone, including her family, in the dark. 


(RGH) 


When she was a child, Marinette would gaze longingly up at the floating city hoping, wishing, 
dreaming that one day--maybe, perhaps, if only she could--fly there and discover what it meant 
to be free. When she was a child, a wingless angel descended—sunshine hair outlined by a fine 
halo and sky eyes clearer than a day after summer rain. 


When she was a child, the world didn’t feel like it was ending. 


Angels should have wings, angels should fly, angels should not be plummeting to the ground. 
Should not lose their wings, should have wings, should have, should have— 


The brick walls echoed her beating footsteps as Marinette raced down to get enough 
momentum, tearing at her coat to expose her wings. One step, the coat fell, two steps she 
curled into herself, three steps she lept into the air. 


Her wings caught on a clothesline, the sun blinding her as Chloe’s halo fell to the Earth. Blood 
thrummed in her ears, a scream caught in her throat, the world ending and ending and ending. 


Adrien shouted something from a rooftop, chasing her as she nose dived deep, the seconds 
stretching for eternity. Five: Chloe banged into a shutter plane; four: screams from below, three: 
Marinette crashed into a wall; two: it seems impossible; one--one--one: the moment stuck on 
one as Marinette cradled a limp Chloe in her arms, mere inches from the ground. 


When she was a child, she wondered why she had wings, wondered why she had to hide them, 
wondered why she got them, wondered and wondered and wondered— 


--when she fell for a girl from the clouds whose smile was sparkling and laughter contagious. 
Marinette knew now as she heaved breath after breath, fevertly smoothing her hands over 
Chloe’s face, over her brows, her eyes, her lips, that some things best remain tucked away and 
hidden. Townspeople stared, whispering as her wings ache, unable to be tucked away too 
soon, unable to curl into the groove of her back. 

Adrien stood at the outskirts of the crowd, trying to get through, but couldn't. They locked eyes, 
worry painted over his features as Marinette tried to grimly smile in return, as some sort of 


reassurance. 


She clutched Chloe closer to her beating heart, love causing enough movement in her veins to 
push herself forward and beat her wings to fly. 


It was a long journey, to the city in the sky. Marinette had never flown so high before, let alone 
with another person. Her arms burned, her heart hurting, her soul breaking because— 


There were gates here, much like heaven. Golden, gilded arches, locking anyone out who didn’t 
belong. There were no guards as of yet, an odd hour where bells chimed somewhere in the 
distance. 

Bleary eyes finally opened as they landed. 


“Marinette?” 


Chloe’s question rang like crystal and Marinette found herself smiling as she lowered the 
Princess back on the ground. It occurred to her that her wings got lost in the fall. 


Perhaps— 


“|...” she started. “I brought you home, Chlo.” 

Chloe swallowed, realization sparking. “Yes, | can see that.” 

Marinette took a wide step back. “You shouldn’t come back. Actually, don’t. Don’t come back.” 
Chloe closed the distance. “Wha--what?! Why?” 


(She ignored the way Chloe’s voice wavered, ignored the tension of the moment, ignored the 
fluttering sound of powerful wings approaching. 


She ignored a lot of things. 
Like her own feelings.) 


She knew that Chloe was waiting for an answer. Could see it her face, in her movement as she 
reached out and-- 


Marinette stood at the edge and fell backwards instead. She gazed at Chloe’s face that popped 
out from the ledge, two guards finally coming back to surround the wayward Princess. 


Unlike Chloe, Marinette was no Icarus, but why did it feel like her own wings had melted despite 
the fact that there will be no sun now? 


(RHG) 


Chloe gazed upwards for the thousandth time since that day, and once again mourned how the 
blue of the sky had dulled since the day she last saw Marinette’s eyes. She lost everything that 
day: her friends, her freedom, and the girl she lo-- 


She squashed down the emotion. The pain was too great. 


In the aftermath of revealing her wings, Parisian guards had descended upon The Below, 
invaded the Dupain-Cheng household, and taken Marinette against her family’s wishes. They 
forced her into the training camp at Garrison 13 to become a knight of Paris, and though she 
was so painfully close, Chloe was forbidden to interact with her or anyone from The Below ever 
again. Forbidden to do anything save for attend the lessons grooming her to become the next 
Queen Bee. 


Forbidden to attend the wake for the knights who died in an Anti-Parisian extremist attack on 
Garrison 13. 


There were no survivors. 


After that day, Chloe poured herself into her studies. Became whatever her mother--whatever 
Paris--needed her to be. Nothing mattered anymore. She only desired distraction, anything to 
take her mind off of her loneliness, her misery, but every time she looked up to the sky, she saw 
Marinette’s eyes. 


Now here she stood, dressed in full royal regalia, on her twenty-first birthday, about to ascend to 
the throne. She tore her eyes away from the sky out the window and to the mirror before her. 
She saw in it a young woman ready to take on the responsibilities of ruling her home. But for all 
her outward confidence, she saw the truth in her own eyes: pain, grief, emptiness. A gaping 
void in her heart that could only be filled by one who no longer lived. 


“Your highness,” came a voice and a knock from the door. “Your mother awaits you at your 
coronation.” 


The echo of her footfalls in the grand hall deafened her. Knowing every eye in the room rested 
on her made her skin itch. She acted and spoke purely on reflex, reciting every word of her 
oaths to the people in robotic rhythm. She knelt and her mother slipped the golden winged 
comb, the symbol of her authority, into her hair, then placed the gold and black mask upon her 
face. She stood and turned, attempting a smile of confidence and humility, and praying she had 
succeeded. 


“People of Paris,” her mother intoned. “| give you your new Queen Bee!” 


Applause thundered through the hall. When came the time to give her own speech, her own 
promises to the people as to the direction of her rule, her tongue froze in her mouth. She 
wanted to establish peaceful terms between Paris and The Below, to open channels of 
communication between the two worlds. But in reality, she wanted her friends. She wanted 
Nino, Alya, and Adrien. She wanted to apologize, because in her heart, she knew she was the 
reason Marinette was gone. 


But instead, she spoke of prosperity for Parisians. Maintenance of the status quo, mimicking her 
mother’s coronation speech almost verbatim. She disgusted herself. And when she had 
finished, hundreds flocked to her, bowed, showed their respects. ‘My Sky’ this, ‘My Sky’ that. 
She heard none of it, yet responded in the same automated fashion that she delivered her 
address. 


No longer was she Chloe Bourgeois. No longer was she the pitiful, wingless girl who cost her 
best friend her life. She was Queen Bee, ruler of Paris. She had a new name, a new title, a new 
life. And with it, the sincere hope that she could move on. 


“My Sky,” came a clear, stern voice from behind her. She turned, and faced a bowing knight in 
peculiar armor: crimson plating adorned with black spots. Waves of raven-colored hair obscured 
the knight's face, but judging from her voice when she spoke again, she was clearly female. “| 
have been assigned by your mother as your personal guard.” She lifted her head and upon her 
face sat a mask similar to Queen Bee’s own: red, the same red as her armor, patterned in the 
same spots. But her eyes...her eyes jolted whatever remained of Chloe within the Queen’s 
heart. It was...impossible. She was...dead... The Queen swallowed back the emotions as one 
swallows back rising bile. “If it pleases you, you may call me Ladybug.” 


Queen Bee sniffed and turned her head away, unable to gaze into the woman’s eyes any 
longer. “If it pleases my mother, | will accept you into my service, Dame Ladybug.” 


That night, Queen Bee dreamt only of Dame Ladybug’s eyes, and woke up weeping. 
(#(#(#)#)#) 

Queen Bee leaned against her balcony, the cool night breeze chilled her face like a forgotten 
lover's fingertips. With starlight and moonbeams, the world felt like hers as she gazed into the 
expanse of the sky, her bedroom at the edge of her floating city. Forever velvet blue, an infinite 
plane where only the free could travel. 


“My Sky?” 


Queen Bee snapped from her retrieve, found a mischievous smile lit much like the starlight she 
adored: an intense gaze found hers much like the haunted sky she longs for. “What is it?” 


Ladybug rested her chin in her hand, her black wings fluttering beautifully in the night, just to the 
left of her head. “How did you get that scar behind your ear?” 


The Queen self-consciously lifted a hand to her ear, a twitch in her heart, images layering over 
the other as finds herself at a crossroads of memories--of the love she lost and the--well, the 
one that might be blooming in her heart. 

Chloe made herself look away, deciding to fixate on the rivers that ran in the marble. 


One breath, then two. Two breaths, then one. 


Her hand brushed the scar again, a tender touch that made her heart ached. “From a dumb 
girl.” 


Ladybug snorted before perching herself on the railing. “A dumb girl? My Sky, you are better 
than that.” 


Her heart stammered in her chest, bittersweet melancholy surging to the tip of her tonque as 
she spoke. “Well, maybe I'm the dumb girl, but she? She wasn’t. | just--wanted to see her so 
bad, you know. And | made new wings | didn’t test—” she trails. “And well, the rest is history: my 
fall, that is.” 

Ladybug whispered, “What happened next?” 


Tears pricked at her eyes as she met Ladybug’s, the moment suspended in forever, much like 
the sky. “She died,” she choked. “She was my sky and she died.” 


Ladybug stilled for a moment, lips parted before she leaned forward and— 


Kissed her Queen carefully. A heartful, careful kiss where she raised a gloved hand and Chloe 
melted into it, pulling her down to make them equal. 


When they broke apart, Chloe closed her eyes, unable to truly let herself believe. “Please tell 
me you’re my sky. Please,” she desperately says. 


She feels Ladybug reached up and removed her mask before giving her a little squeeze to look 
and see. When Chloe opened her eyes, there’s— 


Marinette/Ladybug/Her sky/Her love/Her— 


Chloe threw her arms around her shoulders and sobbed in the crook of her neck, wailing. “Don't 
you ever leave me again,” she sobbed. 


Marinette held her just as tightly. “Can't, I'm bonded to you after all, My Sky.” 
Chloe planted a tearful smile against Marinette’s pulsepoint. “No, My Sky.” 


(And they kissed under moonlight and starbeams and the sky that was forever theirs for the rest 
of eternity.) 


Out of the Clear Blue 
(Part 1) 


Author: Rosettared (Tumblr) 
Beta: Ashspren (Ashi) 


Marinette held her sketchbook high, examining her work against the light through squinted eyes. 
After a prolonged unsatisfied hum between her lips, she shut her sketchbook and slammed it 
against the surface by her side before burying her head in her hands. She caught the sight of 
Tikki peeking out of her purse from her peripheral vision, and the tension between her eyebrows 
relaxed. 


She flipped open the page for her kwami to see, pushing it closer towards her with a finger. 
“What’s wrong?” Tikki asked, confusion lacing her tone. 


Marinette brought her hands down to her face and dragged her cheeks down with them. “I just 
can’t get it right!” 


“What do you mean? It’s beautiful!” 


“Beautiful isn't enough, Tikki — it has to be perfect! | can’t give them any less than that!” She 
groaned before she ripped that page right off the spine and tossed it into the mountain of other 
failures. Looking back at the tower of designs that just weren’t what she was aiming for, she let 
out a heavy sigh and carefully searched her view to find that missing spark. 


Two and a half hours, Marinette had been sitting at her favourite spot of the Trocadero, 
overlooking the skyline of her beautiful city. The Eiffel Tower stood tall and proud against the vast 
azure above her head, the sun spilling brilliant rays through the cotton-ball clouds in a blazing 
glow. Light fell upon the land and the hearts of Parisians with a touch of warmth Marinette found 
addictive and embraced with arms wide open. It was this special time of day she sought most for 
serenity — constantly juggling her ridiculous load as a student and her duties to her people as 
Ladybug, she cherished this time to get herself lost in the blue that stretched for eternity. 


That was not the case today. 


Marinette was currently working on a very special order from Jagged Stone himself. Though she 
was no stranger to seeing him in the flesh with his fiancée, Penny Rolling, Marinette had stood 
motionless, trying to remember how to breathe, totally stunned for silence once they asked her 
to design and make Penny’s wedding dress by the end of the month. 


A dream come true, yes, but now she had even more pressure on her shoulders to make sure 
the dress was absolutely perfect for Penny. One word from her, and she could kiss her career 
and her dreams goodbye. 


“Marinette!” 


For those two and a half hours, Marinette had been engrossed with her sketchbook and the sight 
of her city that she hardly registered anything else. She had traced out anything and everything 
that crossed her mind, none of which she felt deserved a single glance from Penny. 7hey chose 
you because they wanted your style, Tikki had told her. Whatever you show them, I'm sure they'll 
love it! You can do this, Marinette! 


Oh, how grateful she was that she couldn't remember how things were before Tikki. If it wasn’t 
for her, she'd be pulling at her pigtails by now. She's right, I can do this, she breathed, before 
bringing her pencil back to the paper. 


“How about if...” Sketched, ripped, and tossed. 
“What if she...” Sketched, ripped, and tossed. 

“Oh, | know! | could...” Sketched, ripped, and tossed. 
“Marinette!” 


She scanned the crowd for just a sliver of inspiration, when from the distance she caught sight of 
the faintest dash of blue to a darling lilac, like an oil painting to the sky — ping! “Aha! I’ve got it!” 
The graphite of her pencil lead zoomed across the page as she wasted no time sketching and 
outlining, trying to really capture the essence of what the heavens had played out for her. “Done! 
What do you think?” 


Tikki flew out of her purse and into her chosen’s lap, hidden behind the pink flaps of her 
sketchbook. She gasped and said nothing for a few moments, and Marinette smiled. Even her 
kwami was at a loss for words. “Marinette!” Tikki squealed with pure joy. “This! Is! Perfect! Oh, 
Penny will wow the whole crowd when she walks down the aisle! Jagged’s jaw will hit the floor 
when he sees this!” 


“Thanks, Tikki! Now | just have to-” 
“Hey P 


Marinette yelped at the sudden voice from beside her face, her mind catching up late with her 
body as she grabbed the wrist of the hand that gently held her left shoulder and pinned the poor 
guy to the ground. As of late, her Ladybug reflexes had caused her to up her defences a lot more 
often, prepared her for any sort of attack at any minute. What she wasn't prepared for was seeing 


one startled Adrien Agreste under her nose, expression slowly melting into one of mirth — and 
Marinette couldn't have been more mortified. 


“Adrien?!” she choked on air, feeling a disastrous heat crawl up her neck and find its home on 
her face. She pulled away from him like he burned her, and she held her hands over her mouth 
while he held his hands up in defence. 


“Sorry! Didn’t mean to rile you up like that — | called you twice, didn’t you hear me?” he chuckled 
as he helped himself up, bending down to pick up her sketchbook on the floor. “Dropped 
something?” 


Forget the sky — she could feel the sun on her bare cheeks when she snatched her book from his 
fingers and held it protectively over her chest. Adrien took a seat right next to her on the step and 
gladly gave her time to calm her nerves, for which she was thankful for. Had it been any of her 
other friends, she would’ve calmed down in an instant. 


Sure, she and Adrien were on friendlier and much better speaking terms than before — meaning 
she didn’t clam up just for attempting to talk to him — but she couldn't help it. Marinette couldn't 
count the number of times she acted like an idiot in front of him. 


“Don’t scare me like that!” she punched his arm lightly, pulse gradually slowing back to normal. “I 
could’ve gotten you really hurt!” 


“| can't argue with that,” he shrugged, having seen her in action before. It was hard not to notice 
when she was one of the most aggressive players during gym class. Heck, she could break his 
bones and he would thank her. He missed the slightest show of the blush over her cheeks while 
he fiddled with the black box in his hand. 


Marinette hadn’t even acknowledged that, but she knew what it was the second she laid eyes on 
it. “Adrien, is that...?” 


And just like that, his face glowed like a million stars in the night. “Yeah! It’s the new high- 
resolution DSLR camera everyone’s been talking about! It’s not out for another month, but one of 
the photographers gave it to me as an early birthday present!” 


“But it’s so... small.” She had seen DSLRs before, but weren't they pretty bulky? 


Adrien held the camera up for her to see it better. “That’s the point, Mari! This is for everyone 
who's tired of having to carry heavy cameras but also want high-quality photos! I’m so sure 
pictures with this baby is even better than anything any iPhone can take!” 


Everything else Adrien had said after that faded into a blur as Marinette took in the image before 
her. In the year and eight months of being proper friends with him, she had never seen him this 
excited over anything. He was usually quite passive. The look of sheer glee on his face was 


refreshing to see, and it felt oddly familiar. The last time she remembered ever hearing him laugh 
— a real, genuine laugh — was when his umbrella closed over her on that rainy afternoon. 


She smiled to herself — that was the afternoon she stood dumbfounded before his unwavering 
kindness. The afternoon she saw past that gum misunderstanding, and saw him for his heart of 
gold. The afternoon she knew she was a goner. 


At one point, she nodded to something he said and he wrapped one arm around her shoulder, 
the other holding the camera in the air. 


What's going on? 


“Smile!” he told her, one finger pressing the button on top and Marinette heard a shutter of lens 
briefly close. “See? | told you the pictures are really good! We have to take more!” Oh. Adrien 
wanted to take selfies with her. 


Oh. 
Adrien wanted to take selfies with her! 


Before she knew it, the two of them spent ages (really five minutes) playing with his new camera 
and taking silly selfies. There was one where she gave him rabbit ears and another where she 
squished his cheeks too close — she noticed in all of them, Adrien had his arm either around or 
over her shoulder. 


“Don't forget to send them to me when you get back!” Marinette told him, watching him with her 
chin on his shoulder scroll through all the pictures they had taken. 


“Yeah, about that...” Adrien turned the camera off. If he hadn't quickly gone through one particular 
photo, she would've seen the one where she made a cute silly face and he only looked at her... 
with a longing gleam in his eyes. He raised one arm behind his neck in a manner all too familiar. 
“M-my schedule's been cleared for the rest of the day, and | don't have to be back anytime soon. 
| was, uh, wondering...” 


Marinette looked up at him expectantly, waiting. “Yeah?” 


He cleared his throat. “Do you... do you want to walk around Paris with me? Only if you want to, 
| understand if you can’t.” 


[ve died and gone straight to heaven, Marinette thought giddily. The dress can wait. 


“See that one? The one that looks like a carrot with a butt?” 


“Yeah?” 
“That's you.” 
“Shut up, Agreste.” 


They had been around for half an hour, and the sky was now boasting a blazing orange, setting 
fire to the clouds in the horizon. The sun came in and out behind a pool of crimson and gold, 
delicate light pouring on the earth, tempting Marinette to rake her hands through the green grass. 
The heavens hovering over her couldn't compare with the aureate bliss Adrien radiated through 
every smile, and she found that far more inviting than the warmth of a sunny evening. 


The two of them had run around the park, taking pictures of silly people doing silly things and 
photo-bombing behind innocent tourists with no remorse. They found themselves lying on the 
grass side-by-side, just staring and making shape of the clouds — and making fun of each other 
with each deformed one. Marinette ignored the prickling grass through her clothes, treasuring her 
time with Adrien like this. 


She pointed to one cloud above. “That one’s you, the one that looks like a vomiting dog.” 
“Oh, yeah?” He pointed to another one. “You're that one. It looks like an elephant’s severed head.” 


“Oh my god! Ew, that is so gross!” She pushed his face away, and he held his head back in 
laughter. They could’ve been there for hours, but neither of them could tell. Time came to a halt, 
and things couldn’t have been better. 


That is, until Adrien’s phone rang. 


He sat up and fished out the phone from his pocket, answering it with all signs of mirth gone. 
“Yes, Nathalie... yes, I’m fine... I’m at the park with a friend... but you said there's nothing... oh, 
| see... alright, l'II be home soon... no, | can walk home... yes, I’m sure... thanks, Nathalie, 
goodbye.” 


“What's up?” Marinette followed suit and sat up to wrap her arms around her calves. 


“It's my dad,” Adrien sighed, and she could /ee/ his regret. “The photographer called to pull 
forward a photo shoot at the last minute, so my father wants me home to get ready for it. I’m really 
sorry.” 


“No! Don't be!” She stood up and helped him to his feet. She didn’t miss that he held onto her 
hand for a little bit longer before dropping his own. “Walk me home?” 


Adrien and Marinette took their sweet time, deliberately taking slow steps towards her parents’ 
bakery. They talked about everything and nothing all the way to her front door. All this time, she 
had been scared of hanging out with him without Alya or Nino around (or both, to be frank). She 
had wasted her breath for nothing. Adrien was a total joy to be around when she wasn’t 
stammering or humiliating herself, and she prayed they would have more times like this. 


“Dibs on choosing one for a profile picture!” Marinette proclaimed, smug. 
Adrien played a look of utter disbelief. “Hey, no fair! It's my camera!” 


“Exactly! You can’t have both, boy. It is what it is, you can’t make these things up!” She laughed 
at his childish pout, which he soon surrendered to join her laughter. 


When their giggles died down, Adrien’s face fell. “I’m so, so sorry about my dad. When it comes 
to him, | can’t be sure of anythi-” 


He stopped midway at the jump from Marinette firmly grasping both his shoulders, looking him 
dead in the eye with an assuring smile. “Adrien, please. It's not your fault, and | understand you 
and your dad. Hey, it’s not like we won't see each other at school tomorrow, right?” She felt him 
relax under her touch. “I had lots of fun today. Thank you.” 


Of all things she could have seen coming, she surely wasn’t expecting him to pull her into a tight 
hug, holding onto her for a while. Burying her face in his neck, she snaked her arms around his 
person, waiting for him to pull away first. With their arms still around each other, Adrien brought 
a palm to her cheek, and when his eyes drifted briefly to her lips, everything in Marinette crashed. 


Oh, god. 
She knew exactly what was going to happen. 


Go for it! Marinette imagined Alya or Tikki would say to urge her on. The logical part of her brain 
was telling her, don't be a wimp! You might never get this chance again! 


Instead, once she registered that he was leaning in, her body took control and awkwardly rushed 
out of his embrace, told him, “Okayseeyouatschooltomorrowbye!” and shut the front door in his 
face. About five seconds after that, she sunk to the floor with her back flat against the door, not 
daring to open it and see the disappointed look on his face. Neither Alya nor Tikki will ever forgive 
her for this. 


What have | done? 


After her breathing steadied and she stopped hearing her heartbeat in her ears, she mustered 
the courage to open the door. Adrien was gone, and what stood in his place was the uncertainty 
of what tomorrow may bring them both. She might've ruined their entire friendship — and till 
tomorrow came, there was nothing she was brave enough to do about it. 


Into the Sunset 
(Part 2) 


Author: Breeeliss (tumblr + ao3) 
Betas of Fic: megatraven & agrestenoir 


Chat Noir thought of himself as a rather simple boy who fell in love very easily and very quickly. 


He still remembered how hard his mother had laughed at him when he approached her with 
fistfuls of his allowance money and begged her to take him to a flower shop to get a bouquet of 
roses for his young maths tutor that he had already planned on marrying when he was old 
enough. So falling in love with Ladybug as fast as he did made complete sense. She was kind, 
selfless, and beautiful, and it only took her standing atop the Eiffel Tower and proclaiming with 
swelling passion to protect her city for Chat Noir to fall hard. Nothing else seemed like it could 
compare. He was convinced that his love for Ladybug would eclipse everything he would ever 
feel for a long time. 


But then Marinette took him completely off guard. 


Chat Noir sat on the slanted roof of an apartment building near his house, looking through all of 
the photos that the two of them had taken yesterday on the camera he’d been so eager to test 
out. Marinette was a darling and getting on speaking terms with her paved so much room for 
them to delve into a proper friendship filled with nicknames, inside jokes, and sincere smiles. It 
wasn't like his friendship with Nino, which felt more like two long friends picking up where they 
left off as opposed to strangers meeting for the first time. His friendship with Marinette excited 
him, and there was always something else he wanted to ask her, do with her, and learn about 
her. 


So when Adrien saw her sitting at the Trocadero, he figured there was no time like the present 
for a chance to bond more, and during their whole afternoon together he felt that excitement 
again — an eager energy humming just underneath his skin, collecting into something insistent 
that Adrien didn’t have a name for. 


That is, until he almost kissed her right in front of her door, and everything began to sharpen 
into clarity. During the whole walk back his house, every step felt like he was slipping further 
into a swirling storm of emotions, and by the time he got home, he knew he was falling in love 
again. 


Chat Noir chuckled at one of his favorite pictures of him and Marinette photo bombing a pair of 
tourists. This was definitely the start of something that could potentially get a whole lot bigger, 


but this whole loving two people at the same time thing was new territory for him. Were there 
rules about that sort of thing? Was it allowed? Did he have to pick? 


He hoped the fresh air this evening would give him some perspective, but overlooking the Seine 
at sunset just made every romantic cell in his body start buzzing worse than they were before 
and made this whole realization that much more confusing. 


Chat Noir groaned and laid back against the roof while he kept moping over his pictures, too 
distracted to hear the sound of a yoyo zipping and retracting on the far side of the roof. 


"What are you doing up and about on your day off?" 


Chat Noir shut off the display to his camera as he watched Ladybug balance precariously on 
the edge of the roof while she walked towards him. "It seems like no matter what | do | can't 
seem to keep myself away from your stunning company.” 


Ladybug batted her lashes. “Oh dear, my heart’s all aflutter, sir.” She patted the top of his head 
as she settled down beside him.. “Seriously, it’s my day to patrol. Why are you out here? Is 
everything alright?” 


“Everything’s fine,” Chat Noir assured. “Just felt like getting some fresh air. Easier to think out 
here than being stuck in my room, you know?” 


“Something bothering you?” 


“Nah.” Chat Noir bit the inside of his cheek. “Well, | guess it’s not technically bothering me. It’s 
more like a minor dilemma.” 


“Ooh, a dilemma.” Ladybug crossed her legs and leaned her chin in her palm. “Anything | can 
help with?” 


“| wouldn't want to bother you about it, it’s silly.” 


“Nothing about your problems are silly,” she said, tapping his nose playfully. “I’m not in any rush 
to start patrolling, and | haven't seen you all week. Hit me with your best shot.” 


Chat Noir puffed out his cheeks and stared at Ladybug while debating how bad of an idea this 
conversation could be, especially since he wasn’t planning on confessing to anyone this 
evening. But he figured asking Ladybug for help wouldn't hurt so long as he kept the details 
vague. Ladybug was always a reservoir of insight, after all. “How good is your romantic advice?” 


Ladybug winced. “Mm. Passable. Why, trouble in paradise?” 
“Sort of,” he sighed. “What do you do when you have a crush on two people at the same time?” 


Ladybug blinked. “Huh. How bad?” 


“Pretty bad,” Chat Noir laughed. “They're both close friends of mine, and they sort of hit me like 
a truck. And getting hit by a truck is unpleasant. But getting hit by two trucks is just disorienting.” 


“You say this like you have experience getting hit by two trucks.” 
“Okay, bad metaphor. Point being! I’m suffering.” 


“You mind if | ask why?” Ladybug asked with a thoughtful frown. “l mean, having multiple 
crushes at once happens a lot. It’s natural to like more than one person.” 


“Yeah, but....” Chat Noir hesitated. “They're really bad. Like. Super bad crushes.” 
“Ah!” Ladybug nodded. “You're serious about both of them.” 
“Exactly.” 


“That is a tough one,” Ladybug admitted. “Are you trying to pick which one to confess to or 
something?” 


Chat Noir tilted his head back and forth. “Eh, not really. | mean....how do | explain this?” He 
looked out at the sunset that was painting the sky in front of him, looked at the darkening sky 
behind him, and stood on his feet. “Alright,” he sighed, shaking out his limbs. “I’m about to drop 
a sick metaphor on you. Ready?” 


Ladybug rolled her eyes. “I’m bracing myself.” 


Chat Noir pulled her out of her seat and took her to the highest point of the roof. “Alright. It’s like 
this. Just stare at this half of the sky for a minute.” 


He turned her around so that she was facing the West where the sun was still setting. The sky 
was mostly clear, and the clouds and buildings were all painted in whorls of red, orange, pink, 
and purple. All of it was glimmering against the river in colorful fractals which made Ladybug 
pause and take a moment to simply to appreciate the sight. 


Chat Noir smiled into the sun. “One girl, she’s like this. Bright, colorful, and when she comes up 
to you, she’s just so happy and enthusiastic that it kind of blinds you. But she’s also really 
straightforward. There's nothing mysterious or intimidating about her. She just ís. You don't 
have to try hard with her, she’s like staring at a clear sky like this. Totally effortless. 


“And then the other girl is like thys.” 


Chat Noir did a complete about face and turned Ladybug’s body right along with him. There 
were thunderstorms scheduled for the evening, and all of the stormclouds were rolling in from 
the East, that portion of the sky growing congested with looming, billowy clouds. The 
undersides were highlighted with dark, burnt reds and oranges from the fading sunset shining 
on them, but the tops of the clouds were shadowed with blues and purples that told of the 
impending late night showers. It was just as spectacular as it was foreboding. 


“She's....strong, and fierce. Frightening, but in a good way. She's a bold person, and you're 
taken aback as much as you're amazed by her. But | don't know much about her. She keeps 
her secrets close, and it’s kind of impossible to get to know her. She's all cloudy and murky and 
hard to look through. But what you can see is so breathtaking | practically fell for her on sight.” 


Ladybug hummed, drumming her fingers against her lips. “They sound really different.” 


“They are,” Chat Noir replied. “But sometimes it feels like they're not. And it just stinks because | 
don’t want to make it seem like | don't appreciate one of them by deciding to just focus my 
attention on one person. | know the only person who'd know that is me, but it still feels wrong. 
Like I’m not properly appreciating them or something.” 


Ladybug pouted her bottom lip and wrapped her arms around Chat's shoulders, resting her chin 
on his shoulder. “Oh chaton, how do you think yourself into these messes? You're making this 
so much more complicated than it needs to be. You're thinking about this all wrong.” 


Chat Noir sighed and leaned his head against Ladybug's. “Well, I’m open to suggestions. 
What's the “ght way to think about it?” 


“Well, | don't want to say I’m giving you the right way, but go with me for a second.” Ladybug 
backed up, grabbed Chat's shoulders, and made him take a quarter turn to the left. “Now look 
up, and what do you see?” 


Chat Noir squinted at the sky and shrugged. “Well....it's sort of split in half. You have the clear 
skies on this side, and the cloudy skies on this side. | guess because the clouds haven't caught 
up to where we are yet.” 


Ladybug nodded. “But look. You don't have to keep turning your back to one half of the sky to 
see the other. You can look at them both if you keep staring in this direction.” 


Chat Noir wrinkled his nose. “I feel like you're getting at something....” 


“Well, to borrow your dorky metaphor, you don't have to pick which sky you want to look at and 
forget about the other one. You can look at and love both of them at the same time and value 
them both for what makes them unique. They sound like wonderful people, and you shouldn't 
have to feel like you need to pick between them. Just enjoy your time with both of them and see 
where it takes you.” 


He dipped his head as he smiled at the explanation she'd given him. “Wow. You're right. That /s 
a dorky metaphor.” 


“Told you!” Ladybug said, sticking out her tongue. “But what | said still stands.” 


Chat Noir smirked in agreement and reached down to squeeze Ladybug's hand. “Thanks for the 
advice. | guess that makes the job a little easier. Just....let it play out, right?” 


“Exactly.” Ladybug looked back down where they were sitting before and noticed Chat Noir's 
camera resting on the edge. “What were you doing with your camera?” 


“Oh, | hung out with one my crushes yesterday. We took a lot of silly pictures and cloud gazed 
for a bit. It was really fun.” 


“Ooh! Can | see her?” 


Chat Noir chuckled as he slid down the roof to pluck up his camera. He turned it back on and 
started filtering through the photos passing by on his display screen. “Let me see if | can find 
one without me in it. Uh....oh, here’s a good couple of her! | thought she looked really pretty in 
these three.” 


Ladybug took the camera with a smile, but it quickly froze on her face and slowly diminished 
into a strange neutral expression as she slowly flipped back and forth between the three photos. 
The longer she stared, the more her brows furrowed and the more her forehead wrinkled. Soon, 
Chat Noir was watching in genuine confusion at the five different expressions that were 
continuously being interchanged on Ladybug’s face. “Er....you okay?” 


She shook her head a little and stared up at him with wide eyes. “O-Oh, uh. N-Nothing! Nothing, 
it’s just. She's uh.....she’s really cute. How do you know her?” 


“She’s in my class,” Chat Noir explained. “Sits behind me everyday. Her name’s Marinette. 
Absolute sweetheart.” 


Ladybug inhaled shakily and released it in a nervous laugh. “She looks like it.” She cleared her 
throat before handing the camera back to him. “Who’s the other girl?” 


Chat Noir shrugged. “I’m sure you could figure it out eventually. She reminds me a lot of you,” 
he hinted. “I’m sure the two of you would get along really well.” 


Ladybug pursed her lips, looking at him as if she were trying to puzzle out the secret that was 
hidden in his eyes. He wasn’t sure if what he said was enough for Ladybug to figure out who he 
was talking about, but he decided to leave it at that for fear of opening a can of worms he wasn't 
ready to deal with. He coughed into his fist and gestured out to the buildings behind him. “Well, | 
don’t want to get in the way of your patrol. It’s gonna rain soon.” 


“Right,” she breathed out. She hooked her yoyo off her hip and spun it in her hands. “Last piece 
of advice? Ask that Marinette girl on a date.” 


Chat Noir blinked. “Really?” 


“Yeah,” Ladybug said. “You guys already hung out recently. It would make sense to go and do 
something else. See where that takes you and let me know how it goes.” 


“Of course,” Chat Noir smiled. “And thanks for everything, Ladybug. You’re a lifesaver.” 


“No problem,” Ladybug smirked. “Oh! And one more thing.” She reached over and pointed to 
his camera, biting on her lip and suddenly looking nervous for the first time that evening. “I still 
call dibs on choosing one of those for a profile picture. Make sure you send them to me, okay?” 


The words were ones he immediately recognized — a joke that Marinette had told him right as 
he was walking her home yesterday — and Chat Noir suddenly felt his entire body freeze up, 
only barely aware of his jaw dropping and leaving his mouth open in shock. He blinked in 
confusion and tried to force the words that were running around in his head out of his mouth. 
“W-Wait. What....” 


But Ladybug didn’t give him a chance to respond before she swung her yoyo out and left, 
throwing a quick goodbye over her shoulder. She was running along the rooftops and vaulting 
over chimneys while both vastly different halves of the Parisian sky stretched out on either side 
of her, as if she were the one splitting the sky in half. Chat Noir watched her until she 
disappeared out of sight, until the familiar pigtails and blue eyes and light dusting of freckles 
were too far for him to run after anymore. 
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